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*Thtj fimook all, and followed Him."— Luxa v. IL 

" Wonldct thou inherit life with Christ on high ? 
Then count the cost, and know 
That here on earth below 
Thou needs must suffer with thy Lord, and die. 
We reach that gain to which all else is loss. 
But through the Cross." 

SiMOH Dach, 1020. 
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TO THE READER. 



I CANNOT but regret that fiction should in any 
way mingle in this brief narrative, which I have 
endeavoured to use as an illustration of follow- 
ing the Lord fully. I have not chosen ima- 
ginary characters or faultless models, but some 
whose mission has been accepted and blessed. 
If I have seemed to proclaim upon the house- 
top ministrations of love confided to me, I trust 
to forgiveness from those whom it alone con- 
cerns, believing it will be a source of rejoicing 
hereafter, if it lead some faint-hearted pilgrim 
to go and do likewise. 

There is a pestilence, ever spreading its 
contagion around, more dire than the terrible 
scourge I have not ventured to depict. Minis- 
ters and physicians were never more needed ; 
the " fields are white already to harvest.'^ ^ 
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is not money^ or rank^ or influential position 
that is required; neither rhetoric, eloquence, 
nor talent, but the single-eyed service of those 
■who have first given their " ownselves '' unto 
the Lord — vessels meet for the Master's use, 
and which every day discloses He is ready to 
fashion, to fill, and to honour. 

It is not a tract left at the door of the 
wretched dwelling of the poor, nor a dry disqui- 
sition of doctrine, nor the antagonism of sec 
tarian creeds, that is needed. If the desire be 
to lead the sorrowful, or ignorant, or hardened 
heart to the light, the object will best be 
attained by shewing Christ — as His disciples 
behold Him — as the lovely, loving, and com- 
passionate Saviour of sinners ! It is by walking 
as Jesus walked, with the warm ready sym« 
pathy that flows forth to the touch of the 
stranger, ready to heal and to bless. The heart 
must have known something of the anguish of 
sorrow and the burden of sin, if it would either 
relieve or reclaim. And it is in following in 
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the footsteps of the fairest of the children of 
men^ practising His meek obedience — His long- 
suffering and tender kindness, that we are pre- 
pared for that sacred ministry for which only 
those are qualified who have taken their degree 
in the school of tribulation, and received the 
anointing of the Holy Spirit of God. 

It is the sermon of every-day life in the 
living epistle known and read of all men, and 
the separation from a world lying in wickedness, 
which will give power to the vineyard labourer. 
It may bring upon him who follows Christ 
fully, tribulation, from which he is nowhere pro- 
mised exemption ; but it will also enable him 
to realize the precious reward that those who 
are partakers (oh, how faintly !) of the Master^s 
sufferings for a "little while," are the joint 
heirs of His glory for ever. 

THE AUTHOR. 

April, 1860. 
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** GiBD thy loins up, Christian soldier, 

Lo ! thy Captain calls thee out : 
Let the danger make thee bolder ; 

War in weakness, dare in doubt. 
Buckle on thy heavenly armour ; 

Patch up no inglorious peace ; 
Let thy courage wax the warmer. 

As thy foes and fears increase. 
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Fiery darts of fierce temptation, 

Intercepted by thy God, 
There shall lose their force in patience, 

Sheathed in love, and quenched in blood. 
Ever on thy Captain calling, 

Make thy worst condition known ; 
He shall hold thee up when falling, 

Or shall lift thee up when down." 



FORWARD. 



EvERSLEiGH is a scattered village of little note, 
on the banks of the Avon, in one of the midland 
counties of England. It is within nine miles 
of a manufacturing town, from which it does not 
derive any importance ; for the railway diverges 
before reaching the suburbs, and thus leaves 
the quiet beauty of the woodlands still in un- 
broken retirement. 

The principal feature in the landscape is the 
river, that type of life so suggestive of reflection 
to a thoughtful mind. It stretches itself through 
the green pasture lands, in the valley flowing 
softly as a silver lake, as if to image back the 
sky, refresh the thirsty cattle that seek its wave, 
or rock the lily on its breast, were all its task ; 
but wait awhile. Follow the narrow pathway 
for half a mile upon its banks, and you will see 
a rapid current not much broader than a brook, 
singing and dancing over the stones, as if it had 
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nothing else to do but dance and sing. It is 
on its way to turn the mill, though here we 
cannot see the work it has in view. When it 
has expended its energy in leaping, in surge- 
like foam, over the wears, it spreads itself gra- 
dually into a wider expanse; and there, on 
the borders of a great city, it joins another 
tributary stream, and becomes navigable, until 
the ocean at last receives it. So it flows on 
from its birth, a little obscure rivulet in a brake 
among the Cotswold hills, rejoicing, working, 
teaching, blessing ; seeking not, nor resting on, 
the praise of man, but ever unconsciously glori- 
fying that God who bade it flow, and first pro- 
nounced it '^ good.'* 

Sheltered by the hills that form the eastern 
boundary, are the cottages, that cluster in 
groups, without any plan or order; some few 
with their field and homestead, but mostly of 
the rudest description. On a natural terrace, 
above the village, stands the parish church, the 
time-worn walls seeming whiter from the con- 
trast of the yew-trees that shelter it from the 
north. A green lane divides the vicarage from 
the graveyard, which slopes from the rising 
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ground to the full east, the greea mounds catch- 
ing the first ray of the dawn that breaks over 
the distant hills. 

The vicarage is little better than an old- 
fashioned farm-house, but its pointed roof and 
mullioned windows have a picturesque appear- 
ance, without any pretension to architectural 
eflfect. The deep porch overhung with honey- 
suckle, the gravelled walks, unbroken by bend 
or curve, and the closely-cut holly hedge which 
forms the fence, would have a formal air else* 
where; but here they seem in harmony with 
the building, and serve to exhibit to fuller per- 
fection the rich tufts of flowers, which, though 
they have no existence in the modem flower- 
garden, yet seem almost indigenous to places 
of this date and description. The white lily, 
foxglove, saxifrage, the purple Iris, and old 
gnarled bushes of the now discarded Provence 
rose, flourished in profusion, while rosemary 
and lavender formed a fragrant foliage against 
the time-worn walls of the inclosure. Here, 
also, on the green turf, the gum cistus kept its 
station — that summer preacher, beyond all other 
blossoms of the flower that fadeth, opening ita 



beactT to tihe dar. ani, vlaca the noon has 
pafffftlj soszexs iis pesals ZTDozsd, asd vails for 
tlie ereziuigdnr to prepare ber doaeh'-rfifarlied 
shrerr bods as arKahfr tr i bmg to tiie son. 

m 

It was sammery as the last weriLs in Jane 
find as; not a bird had eeased its son^ and if 
we miss ooe blosKMn firom oar walk, it is bat 
to make w^ f<Nr tbose still hidden in the lavish 
tieasaiT in Xatores bosom; — hoars so &ir that 
the ansatisfied heart that has ceased to find its 
rest beknr, looks op, from earth in its fresh 
beantr, to heaven in its full gkMnr, and pines — 
longs for that everlastuig peace and nnbroken 
fieDowship with the Eternal Friend that nn shall 
never more mar mur Evil One molest. 

Had an idler been transpcnted to the snnny 
slc^ of that pleasant garden, he woald have 
ehosen it as a welcome spot to dream away a 
summer's da j. 

Bat it was no dreamer that occupied that 
dwelling, bat an earnest-hearted labourer in 
the vineyard of a Master whose kingdom is 
not of this world. Emanuel Morton was the 
curate of Eversleigh, where, for seven years, he 
had exercised^ uninterruptedly, his pastoral 
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office, with an ardent Christian zeal that left 
him no time for dreaming, while there were 
souls to be saved. By the death of the incum- 
bent, the living had now passed into the hands 
of a stranger, and the necessity of seeking 
another field of labour was forced upon him, 
the pang of parting being more keenly felt from 
its very suddenness, for some latent hope had, 
perhaps, suggested the possibility of the bene- 
fice being offered for his own acceptance. 

The very days were numbered when he must 
give up his charge, and seek another home. 
But where ? No door opened, nothing appeared 
by which he could direct his steps; but looking 
up to the Master he loved, who setteth the 
" bounds of our habitation,^^ he knew in whom 
he trusted— he believed it would be well ; for, 
had he not committed his way to One who has 
promised counsel to them that confide all to 
His wisdom. So often is it that direction 
comes not until the very tent is furled, and the 
wayfarer looks into the unfathomed space be- 
yond, for the pillar of light to guide him in the 
path that, without it, is full of perplexity and fear. 

There is a large chamber in the south-east 
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gable of the vicarage, the windows of which, 
overlook a sheltered terrace, and the broad ex- 
panse of country beyond. The balmy air of the 
morning comes softly through the opened case- 
ments ; there is no sound but the distant warble 
of the birds among the willows by the brook, and 
the busy murmured cadence of the bee, as he is 
lost in the cup of the campanula, which he fills 
with his exulting song, and now laden with his 
store wings his way to his hive. 

The simplicity in the arrangement of the 
room marks it as a study ; but the books which 
have so lately filled the shelves lie in cases half 
packed around. Scattered on the floor is 
many a withered specimen of plant or flower 
from folio, or herbalist's tin, long fallen into 
disuse, since the days when the young student 
sought the hill-side and meadows for the herbs, 
which had been gathered and dissected more 
for their healing properties in administering 
relief to the sick, than even for examination of 
their marvellous structure. All speaks aloud of 
that transition state, which often calls for a 
fuller reliance on the Mighty Ruler, who orders 
all the events of our lives, than even in the 
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contemplation of a trial, from which we cannot, 
if we would, be free. 

The sole occupant of the chamber paced 
its sunny length more ^than once. It is a 
young man; he is about three and thirty 
years of age, tall, and of commanding presence. 
There is an earnest thoughtfulness in the deep- 
set eyes and massive brow that requires the 

gentle sweetness of his smile to contradict any 

• 

impression of severity. Harshness had no part 
in the rudest side of the character of Emanuel 
Morton. He seemed rather to have been gifted 
for his holy mission by the love with which he 
inspired others. His sternest rebukes, directed to 
the careless and the scoflfer, melted into such be- 
seeching tenderness, that the rebellious natures 
of some who listened paused in their scornful 
rejection of his ministerial office, to heed the 
words, so full of pity and love to souls, that fell 
from the lips of the man. There was a delicacy 
in the light-built frame that seemed opposed to 
arduous duty, yet those duties were eagerly 
accepted and joyfuUy fulfilled, because in the 
path which left no doubt as to their necessity. 
Many a Sabbath-day, when his own flock 
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had been refreshed from waters from the Foun- 
tain of Life, the Minister of God might be seen 
bending his steps midway to the neighbouring 
town, and there, in the covert of the hill -side,, 
or in shelter of some friendly bam, proclaiming 
the glad tidings of salvation to the weary artizan^ 
who had wandered forth from the close streets 
into the green fields. May be, the loiterers^ 
had little thought beyond refreshment for their 
toil-worn frames, or idle pleasures, yet they car- 
ried back the seed of life or nourishment for the 
immortal, which should hereafter spring up to 
the glory of Him whose " Spirit bloweth where it 
listeth.^' Nor were the prayers less fervent — 
the hymns less joyful — the exhortations less- 
careful, breathed beneath the summer^s evening 
sky, than had the little gathering knelt beneath 
the vaulted cathedral roof, seeing that prayer 
consecrates the temple, not the place the prayer. 
Many an idler on the banks of the broad river 
turned aside from his rude associates and coarse 
merriment to listen ; and some " who came to 
mock remained to pray.'^ 

Many a Sabbath hour, too, of rest and re- 
freshing for others, did the young preacher 
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make far in the week. That clear sonorous 
voice sounded in the pits of the colliery, amid 
the bands of its reckless-looking inhabitants, 
exhorting, entreating, and winning men to con- 
sider if they had souls to be saved. And not in 
vain. The consistent walk, the ready sym- 
pathy, the faithful word of caution and rebuke^ 
the welcome glance and smile of encourage- 
ment, all these preached more loudly than the 
tongue, of the power of the Spirit in its human 
temple. (1 Cor. iii. 16.) The secret of hi& 
success lay in his devotedness. 

Affections had knit around the young pas- 
tor in many directions ; perhaps he was uncon- 
scious how strongly they were woven, until the 
time arrived when he must resign his charge. 

Among these scenes had been the realization 
of some of his earliest hopes, the gift of the 
Spirit, and its progressive life in his own soul ; 
here had been the field of his first labours, the 
earnest of the glorious inheritance, which day by 
day became more vividly distinct to the eye of 
faith. The harvest of his seven years^ toil seemed 
promising, and now a stranger must enter into 
his labours, who had not watched, or prayed. 
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or wrestled for this people. Yet, had he la- 
boured in vain because another^s hand should 
reap what he had been permitted to sow ? No ! 
work which is single-eyed in its purpose to the 
glory of God, brings with it so full a reward 
that the soul is not left in doubt that ^^ He is 
a rewarder of them that seek Him." No ; let 
another reap. It was not for the praise of 
man, but for the glory of Him who loved him, 
and gave Himself for him, that the servant had 
ploughed and sown. 

The sharp clang of the wicket-gate, and the 
quick tramp of the post-boy, seemed the signal 
for the young curate to seat himself at the 
table. Hitherto he had not received any reply 
to several applications he had made in various 
directions for service. Influence to procure 
preferment he had none ; and now that he had 
been disappointed in the expectation of the 
present incumbency, he listened more intently 
for the words, " Goforwa/rd/' and the encourag- 
ing whisper, ^^ This is the way, walk ye in it/' 
never yet denied to the waiting child of God. 
It mattered little where the path wended, for the 
Angel of the Covenant went before him. 
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Three letters are placed by his side as the old 
housekeeper^ who glances from them to his half- 
averted face, with anxious affection inquires — 

" You will let me know when I am to lose 
you ? I think these letters may tell you more 
about it. I should like to hear it all from 
yourself. Oh ! Mr. Morton, you are not 
strong; do not take heavy duty upon your- 
self; you may be spared for further useful- 
ness. It breaks my heart to think I shall never 
see your face again,*' and the faithful woman 
paused, unable to proceed. 

" Never ?^' inquired Morton gently, with 
the calm and peculiar smile which cheered 
while it half reproved her. 

'^Oh, yes; there — therCy where partings 
never are, nor tears ; but *' and she sobbed. 

^'Nor sin, my poor Alice; but where the 
Elder Brother shall see of the 'travail of his 
soul and be satisfied.' Watch for Him, look 
to Him; be faithful to follow Him. We have 
both access to one throne of grace, and there 
you can still aid me, as you have often done 
before, though other fellowship, other service 
may be denied us. I am strong enough bodily^ 



% 
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for any work to which I am called. We * serve 
the Lord Christ / He is no hard task-master, 
but a loving friend. Our times are in His 
hand." 

The withered features of the old servant 
recovered their serenity beneath his words, but 
she could not trust her trembling voice to 
reply. 

Morton turns, after a moment^s pause, to 
his letters ; his pale brow flushes as he singles 
forth one almost instinctively — as unexpected 
as welcome. He greets it with a smile, as 
one would recognize a loved face in a crowd, 
and leave it regretfully, for the necessary 
courtesy we owe the strangers. He contented 
himself, however, in examining carefully the 
post-mark and superscription, and putting it 
aside, he proceeded to those which, if possessing 
less interest, were not less important to him. 
The first was from a surgeon, of whom he had 
lost sight for three years, who, when he had 
last parted with him, was on board the vessel 
at the seaport whence he sailed to take posses- 
sion of an appointment in India. The letter 
ran thus : — 
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" London, June 28th, 18 — . 

" My dear Friend, — I returned two months 
since from the East, to recruit a constitution 
fast sinking with the climate. I have obtained 
a year's leave. Day by day, and week after 
week, I have promised myself to seek you, or 
write to you, You will see the lingering evil 
habit still lives against which your prompt action 
and ready service ever preached a sil ent crusade, 
although, I trust, less frequently my tyrant. 

"I will not enter into the details of all 
that has befallen me since we parted, though 
some day I will tell you how deeply I stand 
indebted to you for your faithful warnings 
in the time when I loved to think my own 
thoughts, and speak my own words, and work 
my own works. The trouble and discomfort 
you went through to meet me at Falmouth I 
have never forgotten ; neither your affectionate 
exhortation, nor your last parting prayer. You 
will never know on earth the snares and dan- 
gers from which it saved me ; but the life and 
joy it has won for me you mw5^ know, I would 
use these remembrances to plead with you now. 
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did I not feel there is a higher claim I may 
more boldly urge, even the name of Him who 
is now our common Master. 

** Lend us your help here ! The cholera 
has broken out in this parish. My knowledge 
of the disease whilst in the East enables me 
fearlessly to offer my services to assist the me- 
dical men. They have accepted them. 

" The poorest classes are dying in the 
neighbourhood of Soho in a state that must 
awaken the keenest sympathies of those who 
feel the realities of Life and Eternal Death. 
The destitution in spiritual help makes my own 
heart peculiarly alive to the privilege this short 
leave of absence will give me. I ask you, in 
the name of Him you love and serve — ^ Come 
over and help us/ 

"I heard, providentially, yesterday only, 
that the new vicar of Eversleigh will not re- 
quire a curate. I know not how this may find 
you engaged, but, nevertheless, I cannot deny 
myself making the present appeal. 

" I will not conceal from you that it is a 
post of peril to which I invite you ; but what 
of that ? The soldier does not shun the path of 
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danger, it leads to glory, and you are not one 
to refuse it, 

'^ I know not what may await you. I only 
know the spiritual aid for this people is insuf- 
ficient to noieet their wants, and noiany an one is 
leaving behind him that fearful legacy of deso- 
lation to his brethren that will echo through 
Eternity — 'No man cared for my soul!^ We 
have not a day to lose. 

'* Believe me, in Christian affection, yours, 
ray dear Morton, 

'^ Arthur Carrington." 

The expressive face of the reader brightened 
at every line. The Lord had not forgotten to 
be gracious ! The door was opening where he 
might work, even according to the will of the 
Spirit within him. With a mute thanksgiving, 
he placed the herald that had proclaimed the 
first trumpet note of preparation above the 
letter he had already put aside, as if worthy of 
its companion, and turned to the second, which 
he read as follows : — 

« Boaghton Castle, June 28th, 18—. 

"My dear Sir, — The Living of Swtioxi- 

c 
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Boughton^ in my gift^ has become vacant. I 
have much pleasure in offering it to your ac- 
ceptance. It is £600 per annum, with the 
glebe and rectory. There is a new arrange- 
ment of tithes, which will require your imme- 
diate attendance here. The house is dilapi- 
dated, and will not be habitable until several 
alterations are made, and we shall be glad to 
suggest improvements which will tend not only 
to your advantage, but also to the beauty and 
symmetry of the building. Lady Cleavedon 
desires to join me in the request that you will 
make your home at the Castle while superin- 
tending the additions that may be required. 

'^ Though so long a period has elapsed since 
we had the pleasure of receiving you here, 
you see we do not forget you. We remember 
with pleasure your accomplishments and amiable 
character, and think ourselves fortunate in se- 
curing you for a neighbour. 

*^ If you will let me know which day you 
are likely to favour us with a visit, the horses 
shall meet you at Davenport. 

^' I am, my dear Sir, faithfully yours, 

^^ Cleavedon. 
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*'P.S. — My niece^ Miss Jordan^ has ar- 
rived here some weeks earlier than we antici- 
pated. Her long attendance on her mother 
(now happily released) and the climate of 
Malta has not been benefidal to her health or 
spirits. I have not yet fully communicated 
to her the subject of my letter, but I have 
no doubt it will be a matter of mutual satis- 
faction/' 

The letter dropped from the reader's hold ; 
some dire struggle shook his frame ; his hands, 
that for a moment were wrung in anguish, are 
firmly clasped, his head bows upon them ; no 
sound breaks from his lips. 

^u «^ ^U S^ ^^ 

Has the unuttered prayer gone up alone to 
the Mercy-seat ? No. In the diamber below 
is the faithful servant also besieging the Source 
from whence cometh strength. Precious gift ! 
the prayers of believing Mends who love us ; 
precious bonds that time shall strengthen and 
bless, but cannot break, for they are knit in 
Christ. 

The seal of the last letter is slowly severed^ 
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and over the quivering lip of the reader a soft- 
ened smile is breaking. We may not glance on 
this closely written page; it were to profane 
the tender human love and womanly faith that 
dictated its contents. Words, sweet words, which 
are permitted to minister to our necessities as 
messengers of gladness and strength to weary 
hearts* Pillars of pleasant places in the wil- 
derness, that witness of our Father^s love, not 
altar stones on which to erect an idol. 

Agnes Jordan had written as a true-hearted 
woman, loving and beloved, alone writes. 
Poverty, the only visible bar to their union, 
was now removed by the EarPs gift to her be- 
trothed, and life opened before them fair in 
promise. 

Emanuel Morton rose and walked to the 
casement, from which, an hour since, he had 
gazed, finding a significance in every natural 
object to strengthen the faith which sought 
the guiding Hand that had so often been 
signally revealed in the direction of his life. 
For a moment all was obscured; clouds seem 
to hide the Father's face which so late he had 
confidingly sought. 
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Yes ; for a moment the young man had 
conjured up visions of domestic happiness and 
earthly good; a life of peaceful usefulness and 
calm content. The image of Agnes Jordan 
rose before him, more touching in her present 
loneliness and orphanage than ever before. 
Imagination pictured her pale face, growing 
into renewed health and happiness beneath his 
care. Sweet memories arose» witnessing of 
faithful duties performed by her in generous self- 
denial, mingled with loving gentleness. They 
robed her in fair attractions. Oh, never half 
so fair as nowl Never was she so endeared, 
fondly as he had prized her. 

Love and Home! spells to weary lonely 
hearts that have a music of their own; but the 
soul, emptied of all earthly joys, can alone echo 
their sweetest melody, for then they will tell of 
the Love that changes not, nor grows cold ; 
the Home, into which the spoiler entereth not, 
and no friend goeth out. 

Love and Home ! . And must both be 
foregone on earth? . . . Even so. . . . Thepal^ 
lips tremble, and a teair faUs heavily on the 
letter — another obscures his sight. From tlx^ 
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broad bright river^ flowing calmly on, the 
young man has raised his eyes to the floating 
cloud in the summer sky. But it was not the 
summer sky he sought. His thoughts had 
already winged their way to that Home where 
partings are not; where he shall behold the 
glory of his Master's face unveiled; when he 
shall know more perfectly that Love that has 
no shade to mar its lights and where the rest 
that remaineth for the children of God is a 
service without sin. 

One Eye alone looked on that tear — He to 
whom the strong cry of the soul arose; and 
with that tear the Father beheld the love of 
His Son triumphing in the heart of His servant, 
through His Spirit. The tear was given to the 
human ; had it been less^ like the young man 
in Holy Writ, he might have " gone away sor- 
rowful f but in that heart-wrung drop lay the 
riches of his earthly nature, and, strong in the 
strength of Him whom he loved, the Disciple 
laid it at the feet of Jesus, '^and left all, and 
followed Him/' 

The following evening's service was the last 
in which the Pastor would fill that place, where 
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for seven years he had faithfully delivered his 
Master's message. Seven years ! How many 
ties diiig around us^ and mould our future^ in 
•even a less number of days; and how much 
compressed within its space that shall colour 
Eternity. 

Emanuel Morton was a faithful teacher, be- 
cause an earnest learner. The Spirit taketh of 
the things of Christy to show them unto such as 
rseek Him, and speaketh in every passing event 
of daily life to the listening soul that sitteth at 
the feet of Jesus. 

Many alesson had the Minister received i&om 
the afflictive providences that had visited the cot- 
tage hearths around him ; and for the word f>{ 
solace he carried there he took back memories 
of faith and patience that nourished his own 
;soul. From the lips of the meanest mechanic 
.and the lowliest labourer he disdained not to 
^ther a wisdom (unconsciously imparted)^ be- 
yond all mere schoolmen's knowledge, because 
it was of that Wisdom, which is foolishness, to 
them that are of the world. 

Those spots of earth, which have witnessed 
isome landmark Zionward, have ever a 8aic0^<i 
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charm to loving hearts. Yet it was not the 
scene of his labours that caused the preacher to 
pause at the entrance of the churchyard path, 
though the Tillage, bright in sunset beauty, 
spread before him at the base of the hill. No; 
for there are sorrows for duties overlooked, sins 
of unbelief, lost opportunities, mournful failures^ 
mingling in a dark thread amid his mercies, as 
he mentally retraces the way by which the Lord 
has led him. He has paused to ask for strength, 
to breathe another prayer of thanksgiving for 
new blessings. At the gate he sees the faces of 
wanderers long absent from the house of prayer, 
some who had been a by-word and a reproach, 
and had left the village for the haunts of vice 
and evil companions; once more, at least, 
brought within sound of the Gospel, and the 
voice of the shepherd whom they had despised. 
Some who half-turned to greet him, fearing 
rebuke, bowed down in shame, were melted by 
words of loving welcome; and, in place of leav- 
ing, as they intended, when they had spoken, 
followed him into those aisles so long deserted. 
Colliers, with their families ; mothers, with 
infants in arms; servants from neighbouring 
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parishes^ once in his school : these formed part 
of the motley group that waited beneath the old 
yew-trees in that calm summer's evening. 

The service is closed. His voice faltered as 
he looked on the crowd of upturned faces ; after 
he pronounced the parting benediction, it was 
to him as the sealing of that work, that was to 
be opened no more till the great judgment day. 

The solemn silence that followed was broken 
by suppressed weeping* Hard hearts that had 
long resisted his exhortations seemed suddenly 
to recognize the faithfulness with which their 
departing friend had warned them. Weak and 
sorrowful ones, whom he had been permitted 
to lead to the waters of comfort, were roused to 
feel that a human arm had been used by them 
as a crutch, in place of the unfailing staff he 
had perseveringly presented to them. New- 
bom souls, just struggling to the light beneath 
his prayers and teachings, mourned over ne- 
glected means of grace. Children had grown 
up, and aged ones passed further down that val- 
ley where the 'Light of the World^ is the only 
one in its darkness. Around each some memorr 
lingered. 



% 
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Changes had been rife in thai wide-scattered 
Tillage^ but wherever was suffering and sin^ 
there sprang up some record of that patient 
Pastor^ now to be removed from them ; marvel 
not they sorrowed, one and all, " for the words 
that he spake, that they should see his face no 
more.^^ 

He passed silently from the little sanctuary, 
willing that his Master^s words should be the 
last by which he might be remembered — ^his 
Master^s tender invitation, the last sounds from 
his lips. He strove to avoid the blessings and 
farewell which came from lips little accustomed 
to gentle language; and, when that was over, 
there followed him to the porch of the Vicarage 
more than one, dear, most dear to him, as being 
part of the first-fruits of his labours. Many a 
silent pressure of the hand, or low-toned words 
of caution or encouragement, marked his slow 
steps; nay, some clung around him and left 
him not, until he had entered the friendly shel- 
ter of his study, and the door was closed* 

No eye but His unto whom all hearts are 
open looks down upon the Soldier of the Croos 
now, as he pours forth of the fullness of his 
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sorrowful soul. Yet praise illumines every bro- 
ken prayer. The few scattered ears of golden 
harvest were vouchsafed him^ an earnest of what 
shall be. He is waiting for a mighty hand to 
gird him for the battle^ that he may accomplish 
all that is in his hearty keeping back no part of 
the price, but counting it joy to lose all for 
Christ's sake. 

The dawn is stealing over the dewy wood- 
lands, and the song of the birds of the air, 
whom our Father feedeth, rises firom the wil- 
lows on the river's banks, and finds Emanuel 
Morton still at his desk. His first employment 
was to welcome Arthur Carrington, not only to 
England, but into that Kingdom where they 
were now co-workers, heirs of the same glorious 
heritage. A few lines of joyful recognition ; a 
few words of glad acceptance of the invitation 
to join him. The task was not a difficult one; 
his warm and ready sympathy coloured every 
sentence. The bread cast upon the waters had 
returned to him "after many days,'' and now* 
refreshed him in his hour of need. 

Oh, fainting hearts! take courage; no prayer 
or work for Jesns ever has been — ever will be — 
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thrown away; if it come not in the form we ex- 
pect or desire, yet it will come, and, though it 
tarry, pray still. You shall be heard, not by 
your much speaking, but by faithful trusting. 
Listen not to the sneers of the world, nor the 
taunts of the Advei^ary; for the armies of the 
Most High are around His praying people. 
Prayer is the silver trumpet of the saints. 
When they walk, it is the latchet of the san- 
dal ; when they wrestle, it is the knot of the 
girdle; it is the golden key of heaven, by which 
the child has access to his Fathered treasures. 
There is no danger it cannot meet, for it can 
drawdown Omnipotence to its defence; there is 
no difficulty it cannot overcome, for it pleads 
with the Infinite for resources. Be not, then, 
weary or faint-hearted. Up! to the stronghold 
ye that are weak ! There is no obstacle beyond 
your Lord^s power; no interest beneath a 
Father's care. Dart up the swift messengers 
of hope; let them fly like the wings of the 
morn, like the doves to the window. They 
shall return, ohl doubt it not, laden with 
blessings. 
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^' Lord ! what a change within us one short hour 
Spent in thy presence will prevail to make ! 
What heavy hurdens jBx)m our bosom take, 
What parched ground refresh as with a shower : 
Wc kneel, and all around us seemed to lower. 
We rise, and all the distant and the near 
Shines forth in sunny outline, brave and clear ; — 
We kneel, how weak ; we rise, how full of power. 
Why, therefore, should we do ourselves this wrong. 
Or others, — that we are not always strong. 
That we should ever weak and helpless be. 
That we are ever overborne with care ; 
Anxious or troubled when with us is Prayer, 
And joy, and strength, and courage are with Thee." 



Lord Qleavedon^s proffered gift of the liv- 
ing of Sutton-Boughton was gratefully acknow- 
ledged, but respectfully and firmly declined. 

It was no time for a servant of Chiist to 
take upon himself the responsibilities which 
involved his personal advantage. He required 
all his thoughts and energies for the work he 
had accepted — a work none the less welcome 
that it came through the hand of one whose 
future had been the source of anxiety, and the 
subject of many prayers, and was now unex- 
pectedly used by his Almighty Friend as a 
pioneer in the path he was prepared to tread. 

Satan has the keen wedge and subtle snare 
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for the refined and aspiring soul^ as well as the 
painted bait for coarser natures. Were it other- 
wise, the " tribulation'* which hedges in the 
narrow way to the Kingdom would be wanting, 
and the Believer might be inclined to slumber, 
thinking that the Enemy would no more offer 
battle. 

Domestic happiness, desires of usefulness, 
in a sphere for which he felt himself peculiarly 
adapted, both from education and natural bias, 
and freedom from the privations of poverty, 
which often pressed heavily on his liberal hand 
and sympathizing heart. These desires were 
not of themselves sinful, but so placed in the 
way of the Christian soldier that they would test 
at least his faithfrdness, and form the starting- 
point of a higher life, or a stumbling-block in 
the single-eyed service he had endeavoured to 
maintain. 

These are the temptations presented to him 
to win him from walking in the footsteps of 
Jesus. 

Cloud after cloud is passing from his spiritual 
vision. The light of the Spirit reveals the snare. 
He who never lays on His child a new burden 
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without giving grace and strength to meet it^ is; 
nigh him, saying, " Fear thou not, for I am 
with thee ; be not dismayed^ for I am thy God -^ 
I will strengthen thee, yea, I will help thee, 
yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand or 
my righteousness/' Slowly but fully he ift. 
committing the future, with all that its veiled 
chambers may contain, to the wisdom that 
allotted the past events of life, and is now guidr 
ing the present. 

The young man takes from among his- 
papers a yellow time-worn letter; the first;, 
beams of dawn tremble on a little diamonds 
cross folded within. Boyhood's days are rising 
again before him— days in which a motherV 
teaching and a mother's prayers held large 
place; her gentle voice still seems sounding in> 
his ears, as when she had bestowed the gift upon 
the youth who knew not then but half the 
privilege of such an affection. She bade him 
keep this, her legacy of love for her who should 
be his wife ; she pointed him to the words she 
had transcribed for this daughter whom she 
would never behold; the chain she had woven 
with her silvered hair, and the words of ^wtivoL^: 
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admonition to himself; the priceless part of 
the legacy she had, from earliest childhood^ 
striven to imprint, not only on his memory bat 
his soul — *' Whosoever will come after me let 
him deny himself, and take up his cross and 
follow me^' (Mark viii. 34) ; — words often read 
with moistened eye, transferred to his heart, 
living increasingly in his life, but never compre- 
hended in all their fulness until this hour. 

He carefully refolds the precious letter, and 
replaces in his desk the little gift which had 
often awakened hopes and feelings that he 
knew not, until within the last trial of his faith, 
had spread their unchecked growth over that 
place he had desired and believed he had given 
wholly to Jesus. 

'^ We may tread the same path yet,*' mur- 
mured the young man ; '^ if not together, yet 
hereafter we shall trace the Love that, according 
to its own wise dispensations, has guided us to 
our home above. 'Even so. Father; for so it 
seemeth good in thy sight/ '' 

* * :ic * * 

He paused — that young disciple of a loving 
Lord — ^his face is concealed in his hands. 
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Again power is sought for a new task, from 
Him who saith, *' My'grace is sufficient for thee ; 
for my strength is made perfect in weakness." 
Who ever went empty away ? 

The unwearied hand still trembles, as, 
drawing the paper towards him, Morton begins 
the last letter he would date from his pleasant 
chamber. 

Though these human hopes and affections 
were laid at the Saviour's feet, they were* 
no less human hopes and affections ; but they 
were now sanctified; tender, and gentle, and; 
loving were the lines traced to Agnes Jordan^ 
detailing the circumstances which called on the 
writer, at least for a time, to forego the pro-' 
spects they had cherished. The acceptance of 
Lord Cleavedon's gift would have been the 
means of taking him at once near to his 
betrothed, to have been separated no more. 
The last two years she had passed at Malta 
with a dying mother, and now, homeless and 
almost friendless as he knew her, the ex-' 
pediency of fulfilling the desires of his heart; 
had been a fierce temptation ; but the Master 
who knew what was in the mind of Hi^ 
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servant^ and permitted the trial, was also the 
shield to resist it. 

Yes; the weak heart faltered no more as 
to the way it should take. All its earthly in- 
terests were now committed to safe keeping. 
And hers? could he not trust his gentle friend 
to Him who had lent him that blessing. 

The letters were sealed, and then the young 
minister turned to the window, and throwing 
open the casement, looked out upon the 
wakening earth for the last time from that 
spot where so many mercies had been vouch- 
safed him. 

Here had been more than met the strong 
wrestling after "the unsearchable riches of 
Christ/^ here had been passed nights of watch- 
ing, of conflict, and strong cries, and untrans- 
latable joys, and days of study and careful 
thought for others, while bearing part in the 
burden of their sorrows and their sins ; and 
here the prayers — for awhile apparently dis- 
regarded — ^had returned to him in unlooked-for 
and unexpected forms. 

Yes; many a spot in that now desolate* 
looking chamber was hallowed ground to him, 
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and inscribed with lines of light ; over eachPeniel 
and Ebenezer the glory of Jehovah- Sharmnah 
still lingered, and the thank-oflfering was laid at 
the altar of the God of Jacob with the voice of 
praise — the last act of the young pastor ere he 
passed the threshold of the tent that had 
been alike a battle-field and a Bethel in his 
sojourning. 

Before the labourer had gone forth to his 
daily toil, Morton bade farewell to his faith- 
ful servant, and taking his last look of the green 
pastures and soft-flowing river, was on his way 
to London to join his friend in his labour 
of love, without one fear for the future. . Had 
he not cast all his burden upon Him who careth 
for the fowls of the air and the flowers of the 
field, whose promises are yea and Amen ? 



Have faith in God ! For He who reigns on liigh 
Hath borne thj grief, and hears the suppliant's sigh. 
Still to His arms, thine only refuge, fly. 

Haye faith in G-od I 



Fear not to call on Him, O soul distressed — 
Thy sorrows whisp*ring, woo thee to His breast. 
He who goes oft'nest there is oft*nest l?lest. 

Have faith in God I 



i 
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Lean not on Egypt's reeds ; slake not thy thirst 
At earthly cistams ; seek the Kingdom first — 
Let man and Satan fright thee with their worst. 

Have faith in God ! 

Yea, tell Him all. The sigh thy hosom heaves 

Is heard in heaven. Strength and grace He gives^ 

Who gave Himself for thee. Our Jesus lives. 

Have fsiith in God ! 




CnnM 



"In all these things we are more than conquerors 
'tlurough Him that loved us." — TSion, viii. 37. 



i 



" God liveth ever ! 
AVherefore, Soul, despair thou never ; 

T]i06e whom the thoughtless world forsakes. 
Who stand bewildered with their woe, 

God gently to His bosom takes, 
And bids them all His fullness know. 
In thy sorrow's swelling flood 
Own His hand who seeks thy good. 
Soul ! forget not in thy pains, 
God o*er all for ever reigns. 

God liveth ever! 
Wherefore, Soul, despair thou never ; 

What, tho' thou tread with bleeding feet 
A thorny path of grief and gloom. 

Thy God will choose tho way most meet 
To lead thee heavenward — ^lead thee home. 
For a life's long night of sadness 
He will give thee peace and gladness. 
Soul ! remember, in thy pains, 
God o'er all for ever reigns." 

Ziutr, 1682. 



"X 



CONFLICT. 



Agnes Jordan occupies the embrasure of a 
window in the spacious saloon at Boughton 
Castle^ in a solitude as undisturbed as if the 
ocean she had so lately crossed divided her from 
the gay groups around. 

"I am a child of God ! yet why am I thus 
sad-hearted and lonely ? " mused the orphan 
girl. ^' Bright prospects open before.me, yet to- 
day I feel afraid even of happiness. Why can- 
not I realize the strength and joy which have 
supported me through past trials? Only two 
years' absence from England, yet I feel more a 
stranger here than in a strange land ! ^' 

It was because she was ^' a stranger here,'' 
and not of the world that surrounded her, that 
Agnes felt lonely ; but that she was sad and fear- 
ful was rather the result of seeking, from the 
ebbing tide of her own feelings, and from the 
discordant elements of circumstances, fot tJaaS^ 
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peace which is only found in looking beyond 
ourselves to the immutable rock of Ages. 
Faith to walk the world's wide waters lies not 
in pondering on our feeble feet ; the dimmest 
tide and stormiest billow have alike their dan- 
gers. Looking unto Him whom the winds 
and waves obey^ can alone enable us to walk 
in quietness and confidence on to the other side. 
The path of the Believer is a solitary path^ but 
Jesus is his '' Friend who sticketh closer than a 
brother.^' He is one of a peculiar people^ but 
he has a right to rejoice he is not of the world, 
out of which his Master has called him. He is 
of an afflicted people, but he has reason to bless 
affliction, that keeps him lowly at the Saviour's 
feet. He is one of a sorrowful band. He 
whom they serve was the " Man of Sorrows.'' 
And yet that little jflock, scattered now over the 
land, which offers neither home nor rest to 
them, shall one day be seen as the ''great 
multitude that no man can number." Many 
hidden ones, despised and rejected now, shall 
shine as jewels, in the Redeemer's crown. ''A 
little while" they shall bear each others bur- 
; a little while weep with those that weep. 



t- 
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They have abeady learnt that none serve or 
suffer in vain. They have found their shelter 
under the shadow of the Cross. Sin has be- 
come more odious^ its remedy more precious ; 
and life a more solemn privilege, to prepare 
them for a* higher service in the beams of a 
brighter day. 

How often is it that a continued series of 
trying dispensations keep the heart closest to 
the Saviour ; yet . each step of every-day life 
teems with events, each one of which is a scale 
in the golden ladder, for the progressive deve- 
lopment of the soul in that practical holiness 
for which it ever pants when it has once tasted 
of the waters of Life. But xmbelief still lin- 
gers in the body of sin, and broods over the 
passing perplexity of the hour, each newly-dis- 
covered snare, or each daily want, as if the 
same voice of Love that called were not ready to 
guide — as if anything were too small to carry to 
Him who has said, '^ Without Me ye can do 
nothing.^' Abashed ! — ^to take our needs to 
the Mercy-seat? As if anything were trifling 
that expresses our reliance in the love , of 
Him to whom we go. Shall we not tactk^^ 



^ 



42 FOLLOWING FULLY. 

count every occasion blessed that procures fcnr 
ns an audience with ''the Holy One of Is* 
Tad''? 

Agnes's eyes wander oyer the magnificent 
apartment^ longing to find some face of sym* 
pathy^ or catch the tone of a Toice that has 
deeper meaning in its words than the floating 
witticism^ or light compliment, that reaches 
her ear. She listens in vain^ and turns again 
to her retreat. Sheltered by the curtain 
drapery of the window, she leans her head 
wearily upon her hand. Her eyes follow the 
shadows lengthening" in the sunset. The rocks 
that skirt the shore conceal from her view the 
hamlet in which she believes lies her future 
home. Plans and projects for many a ne- 
glected family have passed in rapid succession 
before her mental vision ; but a few days^ and 
Agnes looks forward to share them with one 
who will both comprehend and sympathize 
with her. Yet still she is sad. 

She is aroused by the light touch of childish 
fingers. The blooming cheek of a boy of four 
years of age is resting on the window-seat, the 
better to obtain a full view of her countenance^ 
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with a profound expression of pity in his face 
awakened bv her shed tears. She was think- 
ing of the fishermen's children, whom she would 
seek out of the miserable hovels beyond the 
rocks, and gather beneath her own care. And 
lo ! a little child is come to minister to her. 
The moment he had gained her attention he 
was gone, only to return with his greatest 
treasure, because his latest acquisition, and won 
by his own labour — a wicker-basket, filled 
with shells, seaweed, and pebbles, gathered that 
morning from the shore. He spreads his 
wealth at her feet, and, pressing to her side, 
whispers, in a pleading tone, '^ All for you ! 
You will not give them away, will you ? ^' as if 
his little gifts had not always met with the 
tender recognition they deserved. Satisfied by 
the loving caress and simple assurance that 
they are valued, he allows them to be replaced 
in the basket ; for Agnes is telling him how the 
storm of yesterday tore the graceful seaweed 
from the hidden rocks beneath the waves, and 
of wondrous things in the deep sea, which have 
already rivetted his attention. 

Agnes has found a friend. Sweet aa ^x^ 
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angeFs voice was the lisping tongae of 
little eliild to an over-burthened heart, 
gathered up the crumbs of daily mercies^ . 
counted them blessed^ as she read in this ii 
dent but another token of a watchful Fathe 
love — ^^ He makes a way in the wildemesSy an 
rivers in the desert.'* 

Lord Cleavedon has risen from the sump- 
tuous dinner-table^ and entered the drawing- 
room^ where his guests are assembled. The 
letter-bag of the evening mail has arrived, and 
its contents are distributed to the respectife 
claimants. His eyes wander around upon the 
gay group as if seeking for some one^ and at last 
they rest upon Agnes^ seated still at the case- 
ment. He passes into the library^ unobsenred 
by her. She. is explaining to the child upon 
.her knee the marvellous formation of the beetle 
he was about destroying^ held captive for awlule 
in the microscope by her side. With reverent 
attention he listens to the low sweet voice ihal 
speaks to him of the Great God who formed the 
tiny insect and the flower-leaf on which the) 
found it. 

See ! she is pointing to the purple doodi 
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that are slowly floating to the battlements of 
glory in the west. 

The child, for the first time^ is hearing of 
that Heaven " eye hath not seen.^' 

A star has risen^ shining in its calm lustre 
as the shadows deepen. 

Tread softly — she is leading her young com- 
panion to holier scenes — he walks with her 
beneath an Eastern sky — he hears the wise men 
marvel as they journey — ^he sees the shepherds 
watch their flocks^ and wondering gaze upon 
the same bright herald of a Saviour^s birth. 

Lo ! now it is the angels' ^ong of peace and 
good- will to man that absorbs every faculty of 
the hearer ; and now — they stand beneath a 
stable-roof, listening (oh, mystery of mysteries!) 
for the wail of the heavenly Babe cradled in a 
manger. 

Hark ! now she is telling him of Jesus. 

A mingled history of love, and joy, and 

woe. 

Never afterwards, through the careless days 
of youth or sterner manhood, did her listener 
glance on one link that gentle girl had woven 
to draw his young heart to God, but he blessed 
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the memory of that soft twilight evening when 
in tender fellowship — ^granted to those permit* 
ted the privilege of ministering to the lambs of 
Christ — ^Agnes Jordan had first awakened in 
his infant mind the desire of knowing, and 
loving, and serving the Saviour ; to whom his 
little heart for the first time bounded; that Holy 
One who left His Father's home of light, and 
love, and angelic host ; who rejoiced to do His 
will, to come to the cold and cruel world, where 
He had not where to lay His head. That even- 
ing witnessed the child's first tear, that men 
crucified the Son of Man, who came to seek 
and to save them that were lost. 

The soft curling head of the boy rests on 
the young teacher's bosom, one little arm clasps 
her neck, while his limpid blue eyes follow each, 
gesture, or, fixed on her upturned face, seem to 
drink in each word with wonder and delight, 
the half-parted lips and deepening crimson of 
his cheek proclaiming his breathless interest. 

With rare wisdom, the peculiar endow- 
ment of child-like spirits, he has rejected the 
flatteries of the listless ladies around who strive 
to win him among them to beguile an idle hour. 
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The glance of love which illumines the grave, 
but simple, demeanour of Agnes, has greater at- 
traction for him. Her calm smile contrasts as 
strongly to their hollow mirth as her plain 
mourning garments to their costly adornments. 

Yet few would have passed the orphan girl 
unnoticed, were it only for the repose it afforded 
the eye to rest upon her. There still lingered 
around her traces of recent grief, which threw a 
dignity over her that seems inseparable from 
sanctified affiction. Her form was slight, her 
delicate features bore the impress of an ardent 
yet enduring temperament, the richest nature 
when in subjection; the most fertile for evil, 
with the natural heart. 

Lord Cleavedon opens the door which sepa- 
rates his library from the saloon, and summons, 
his niece. 

Agnes^places the child by the seat whence 
she has risen at the sound of her name, which 
was again loudly pronounced. She can trust 
the beetle to '^the boy^s tender little fingers 
now; he will not harm it; he knows it is God's 
beetle; and he believes the rose-bud he had 
half-crumpled in his eager hand will be a 
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blossom to-morrow, in the vase of water in 
which Agnes has placed it, for site has told 
him so. 

He holds his breath, and strives to steady 
his little rounded arm, on whose white dimpled 
beauty gleam the burnished wings of the beetle, 
who wanders over it as though examining some 
new-found flower. And so the sweet instructor 
leaves them. 

A shadow of displeasure had gathered on the 
brow of the Earl that has scarcely dissipated 
beneath the mild rejoinder of his niece. The irri- 
table old man cannot forgive the few minutes 
which have elapsed ere his summons was 
obeyed. He understands nothing of that reve- 
rence with which Agnes regarded the love of a 
little child. She would not have deserted her 
young friend abruptly, or paid him less cour- 
tesy than befitted the proudest peer. 

There is a bright smile on her lip as she 
listens, with downcast eyes, to some whispered 
intelligence, the importance of which her unde 
had fully calculated. The quick flush over 
brow and bended neck tells of the tide of hope 
and joy springing in the heart that has had 
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much to do with trial ia her young lifers 
warfare. 

'' Agnes,'* said the Earl, " I will give you a 
daughter's portion, and shall expect a daugh- 
ter's duty. This house shall be your home 
until you leave it for Sutton-Boughton Rectory. 
You wiU accompany us to Italy for the winter ; 
and, on our return, your own residence will be pre- 
pared for your reception. I did not tell you all this 
before. Doubtless, this communication fixes the 
periodofournew Rector's arrival; readit. Wewill 
discuss our arrangements at length afterwards." 

Lord Cleavedon places the letter in her 
hand, and detains her while he peruses one 
already commenced, and then leisurely breaks 
the seal of another, bearing the post-mark of 
'^Eversleigh.'* 

Agnes does not follow his example. Those 
few words have wakened long slumbering vi- 
sions ; and, though there is much in the EarPs 
offered adoption from which she recoils, yet there 
gleams out from amongst the evil the wish of 
her heart a ccomplished— Competency! which 
would be the means of happiness, almost in her 
own gift, to the friend of years. Since it was to 
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her as a relative of the family^ and not as an 
acknowledgment of his worth, the gift was made, 
she wished that it had been otherwise. No ; 
it was not as a servant of Christ — a faithfnl 
shepherd of souls — that they had desired to 
benefit him ; but they might yet know him as 
such, value him, love him, even as she did. 

Ah, no! Not as she loved him. A. love 
that had sprung up among tears and trials, that 
had been from the first knit in one bond, one 
Spirit, one hope. 

Yet, what might they not accomplish, labour- 
ing together, mutually aided, mutually warned, 
following Jesus nearer every day, in deeper fel- 
lowship and fuller faith ! 

She is startled from her pleasant meditation 
by a loud exclamation from Lord Cleavedon, 
*^ Fanatic! fool!" 

The letter is thrown upon the table with 
a contemptuous gesture, while his face is 
convulsed with anger that seeks for words to 
express it. 

He had determined that he would confer his 
favours on whom he would, and when he would. 
It was his will that Morton should be rector of 
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Sutton-Boughton^ and he was not accustomed to 
be thwarted. 

'^ Mr. Morton has refused, not only the liv- 
ing I have offered him, but your hand also, 
Agnes. He cannot marry in his present poverty; 
and, with my consent, you shall never be his 
wife. Never! Eead for yourself." 

Agnes stretched forth a trembling hand for 
the letter, unprepared for the sudden destruc- 
tion of her schemes of useMness and hopes of 
happiness which imagination had rapidly sug- 
gested. The first lines of that well-known writing 
seemed almost illegible to her dim sight. Her 
face becomes pale, very pale, as she reads ; but 
she retains the letter so long that she has time, 
even in that brief interval, to seek the aid of 
One who has promised to be " a present help in 
time of trouble." Before the prayer is uttered, 
it is answered. « He is ever near to them who 
call upon Him faithfully: He will hear their 
cry, and will help them." 

Yes, Lord Cleavedon, you must seek else- 
where for the sympathy you need. There is 
no wounded pride or false shame on which to 
work, or to join with your indignation. T\^a 
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wan face has regamed its serenity, and Agned 
can smile. 

Oil ! smiles and tears have their language, 
and can glorify God as loudly as spoken words* 
It was a trustful smile, full of faith ; it seemed 
to say — '^ This friend I accepted . as one of 
God^s good gifts ; he is worthy ; he loves me, 
but he loves Jesus better.^' 

^^And you would defend him," said the 
Earl, passionately, as he thus replied to that 
eloquent smile, and forgetting his usual cour- 
tesy, snatched the letter rudely from her as she 
extended it towards him, and crushed it in his 
hand. ^^ And you would defend him." 

'* He does not need that," answered Agnes, 
gently. ^^If you knew him better, even you 
would understand that Emanuel Morton has 
but one guide, one way, one source of action ; 
and the guidance he seeks he follows vrith 
so much simplicity that a little child might 
read it.'' 

"Simple, indeed !" ejaculated Lord Cleave- 
don, in un^sguised disdain. " Where is your 
womanly pride? I offered the living to him 
for your sake — for my sister's — you, whom I 
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will still adopt and portion as a daughter, at 
least, if you will give me a daughter's obedience. 
Morton was but a tutor, after all — ^Vane's tutor. 
You may do better ; let him remain what he is. 
And now, let me hear Mr. Morton's name np 
more, except that you have done with him at 
once and for ever ! " 

^* Not so — not so," replied Agnes, sorrow- 
fully but firmly. "I know — I believe, he will re- 
main what he is — a disciple of a faithful Master, 
sustained by Him he serves, and looking on to 
a glorious inheritance which shall never be taken 
away from him. Though we may not here be 
united, he will still be as he ever has been 
since I have known him— a blessing on my 
lonely life." The flashing eyes of the Earl 
nothing daunted her ; she rose and drew near 
to his side, little heeding the angry gesture 
which motioned her back. She placed her 
hand quietly on his arm, commanding his at- 
tention in spite of himself. *^ You will think 
of this less harshly," she proceeded, ^^ and you 
will grieve to have spoken with disrespect of 
the friend who cared for your son as none else 
did j one true to wieu-n him, and brave to 
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Bhield him^ when you drove him firom yonr pre- 
sence ; one who watched by that death-bed^ that 
had else been unwatched^ and, regardless alike 
of his own ease or health, travelled night and 
day to be himself the bearer of the aorrowfiil^ 
ay, and joyful intelligence to his mother, that 
he might comfort her with that dying message 
that a stranger could not bring — with confes- 
sions a stranger might not hear. No, my 
Lord, no! you cannot again^ if you reflect a mo- 
ment, couple the terms of ' fool and fanatic' with 
that of a faithful soldier of the King of kings !** 

There was something in this dignified re- 
proof from the lips of one generally so timid 
and reserved^ that startled the man of the 
world— that held, as it were, the lion's anger 
in leash. Grief strove now with displeasure for 
mastery, but the latter prevailed ; he essayed 
to speak — ^the fierce word upon his tongue found 
no utterance. ^^ Take heed that thou speak 
not to Jacob either good or bad.'' 

The same loving Lord had care of His ser- 
vant to-day as He had of him of old^ and placed, 
with His immutable decree, a bound, over 
which the wrath of man should not pass. 
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Agnes had touched the only chord in the 
haughty heart of the Earl that could vibrate 
beneath her hand. His only son, heir to his 
titled name and the fair lands that spread 
around them far as the eye could reach, had 
been cast out from the home of his fathers ; the 
idol of a mother's selfish indulgence had met 
an idoPs fate, and falling, broke the heart that 
had allowed it to reign solely in a temple 
<jreated for the worship of the living God. 

Morton had been the college-tutor of Vane 
Windham, and the aflfection and respect he 
had won from his pupil, even in the course of 
dissipation he was unable to check, laid the 
foundation of an influence, under circumstances 
little anticipated by those whom it most con- 
cerned. 

The misguided youth, jaded even of the 
worldly excitements familiar to his earliest 
years, soon sought for others, and found 
them on the turf, ^t the gambling-table, 
and elsewhere; and then step by step new 
misery gathered around him, from which he 
had not courage to free himself by the confes- 
sion of his sin, or to hide himself from its pon- 
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sequences. He raised money on the estates, 
and TTas deeper involved. It was only to avoid 
the disgrace of seeing his son within the pre- 
cincts of a prison^ and his ancient name dis- 
honoured^ that the indignant father con- 
sented to release him from his degrading 
position. With wrathful upbraiding, he drove 
him from his presence. His son took Tiim at 
his word, and, abandoning his home and coan« 
try, gave himself up to the most reckless 
dissipation. 

Morton's was the only voice beside his 
mother's that was raised in behalf of the 
wretched young man, and that pleaded and won 
for him his father's pardon. They sought him 
unwcarcdly, and followed him from one haunt 
of misery to another, only to discover him at last 
stretched a maimed cripple on a bed from 
which he was never more to rise. He had 
been engaged in a duel. His adversary had 
escaped, but he had fallen. 

The heir of the proud house of Cleavedoik 
lay untended, unknown^ uncared-for. Morton- 
took up his station by his side> and was per- 
mitted to feel all his anxiety rewarded, in heai> 
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ing at the last the bitterness of self-upbraiding 
changing to the contrition of the broken-in 
hearty that finds its rest beneath the cross of 
the Crucified. 

Lady Cleavedon hastened to join the young 
men in Vienna, but before the letter which 
announced her intention to do so had reached 
them, Morton^s charge wss over; and, to 
prevent the anguish of such a termination to 
the mother's journey, he hastened by rapid 
stages to Boughton Castle, to carry to her the 
dying message of peace and hope from the lips 
of her repentant child; it was at this period, 
in daily intercourse with the family, that 
the acquaintance began with Agnes Jordan, 
which soon ripened into deeper affection, and 
had terminated in an engagement they had for 
six years held a distant, but cherished, hope of 
ratifying. 

Agnes has passed from the presence of the 
Earl, but the words she has uttered have 
aroused anew the inward stings of that accusing 
Conscience which God has set up as His wit- 
ness in the hearts of men ; stifled, deafened, 
disregarded they may be, but the voice is there, 
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and shall be acknowledged as God's Vic^erent 
Had it not before now asserted its power ovei 
the scomer? Oh, yes ; and as often been quelled 
It had been heard in prayers answered, and ii 
blessings bestowed; it had sounded in jadgments 
defied ; and now it was re-echoed by the lips of i 
simple girl, whom he despised. His son — ^his onlj 
son — in a foreign grave. No heir to his proud 
house, and the broad lands he must soon leave 
for — ivliere? No peace within; no joy even 
in his consuming will that would subject all to 
its tyranny. What was he happier than the 
meanest hind dwelling in a hut, upon the bar- 
ren*hills that stretched before him ? The child 
of his old age and the wife of his youth alike 
victims to his unbroken passion and pride, 
both laid in the grave ! 

Agnes paused at the window of the saloon^ 
where the little child remained, as she had 
placed him, in unabated delight at the beetle's 
changing hues. She paused; it was to give 
freedom to their new-found treasure among his 
native ivy on the castle wall, and to press a 
loving kiss upon the lisping lips that made 
sweet music with her name, and then she 
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would have passed with her unread letter to 
her own apartment, for she longed to be alone. 
But the boy would not be parted from her ; and 
neither coaxing nor flattery, nor smiles, from 
the bright faces near, would prevail upon him 
for a moment to forego the hand he had clasped. 

Poor Agnes! Her heart was very full; 
but she was not one to allow her own ease 
or pleasure to interfere with the comfort or 
advantage of others. So she accompanied him 
to his nursery, let him repeat at her knee his 
childlike petition, tremulous this night with 
earnest love to his new-found Saviour, nor left 
him till his eyelids closed in sleep, beneath 
the influence of her sweet voice; and then, 
and not till then, Agnes sought the soli- 
tude of her own chamber. 

Her heart throbbed as once more she un- 
folded her letter, and rapidly scanned the lines, 
full of tenderness and encouragement, which 
the hand of her friend had traced fqx her. He 
had not concealed his own struggles from her ; 
why should he ? His efforts were calculated to 
strengthen her, by leading her to seek, from 
the same source, the power to walk in the way 
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that is made clear to them who wait on the 
Lord. 

^'No/^ said Agnes^ as she refolded the 
letter^ ** it is no time for marrying and giving 
in marriage. He has chosen the better part.*' 

*' Jonathan loved David as his own sonl," 
and sure are we that the ties of earthy sanctified 
by the Spirit, began and nourished in one hope, 
one faith^ and in one baptism of sufferings are 
but the keynotes in the chords of that gloriom 
chorus^ arranged by the hand of the Creator^ 
that shall in the end give forth perfected 
harmony^ sweet to the ear of Him whose name 
and essence is Love. 

Who shall say the Christian's daily walk ia 
an easy one ! He who left a balm for eveij 
wound knew that the thorns of the curse thai 
crowned His brow^ must still pierce the heeh 
of His followers. The sensitive hearts of those 
who are nourished on the promises of Hifl 
faithfulness^ are far more alive to pain than 
callous ones^ who draw their happiness firon 
the coarser pleasures of earth's factitious en- 
joyments^ and are rocked in the slumber ol 
death. 
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Had there been no conflict for the Christian 
warrior, what need of armour ? Had there 
been no snares, wherefore the perpetual warn- 
ings? Had this world^s pleasant paths been 
given to the wanderers, why set forth the 
fadeless joys of that far Land of Promise, 
prepared for the Children of the Covenant, 
who, " through much tribulation," must enter 
in, and take possession of their inheritance, 

'^And David" (we are toldj 'lamented 
Jonathan, and he mourned for him, and wept 
bitterly/^ It is the hearts attuned to such 
warm and tender aflfection, whose grief will be 
proportionately severe. 

Jesus, among His followers, had some in 
sympathy peculiarly dear to Him. Witness 
the beloved John, the family of Bethany, and 
the rash, but ardent and zealous, Peter. 

Oh ! yes. The Christian will still weep 
lis he misses the form that gladdened his daily 
life, who shared his grief, whose smile and voice 
made part of earth^s sunshine, and whom he 
must see no more, until the veil of flesh is put 
oflF for the garments of praise. He must still 
feel the blow aimed at his honour and his 
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peace, whether from an enemy, or some familiar 
hand that has been permitted to smite him. 
He must still mourn when separations come; 
and come they will, when fellowship on earth is 
suspended, when he receives no more the out- 
pourings of affection, which has been as a yery 
pleasant song to his soul, while communing on 
the love of Him whom together they sought; 
until objects of time became lost in things of 
Eternity. 

He may weep,for he is of dust; but he mourns 
not as them that are without hope, for he knows^ 
the school-time done, a Father's house awaits the 
longing members of a loving scattered family. 

As Agnes mused on the future, a sinking 
dread stole over her. 

Morton had apprised her the post he sought 
was one of danger, looking at it externally, yet 
that he was in reality as safe as in the quiet 
woodland charge of Eversleigh, for he was 
in the same service ; and he promised her that, 
should it be necessary for him to •withdraw 
from the scene of disease by the failure of his 
health, that his own hand alone should prepare 
her for that trial. Peace, and hope, and faith,. 
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in its full sustaining power^ breaks through the 
lines^ but they fail as yet to reach the heart ta 
which they are directed. 

The feeble girl, lately so brave before the 
rage of an enemy, looks on the shadows of the 
distance, and cries, ''I shall one day perish 
by the hand of Saul ! " Even so cried David 
after his signal deliverance, showing us it 
was not in him, but in the might of the Great 
Deliverer the victory was won. She is not 
forsaken! Her Father doth all things well^ 
and she is slowly learning (oh, what slow 
learners we are) that the feeblest child, when 
he knows to whom he belongs, even to Him 
who holds creation in His grasp, is assured 
that God will care for the treasures trusted to* 
Him, though, while we carry them to His feet,, 
they are watered with tears. 

Agnes was a Christian, but none the less a 
woman. To the world^s eye poor, orphaned, 
and friendless, yet in herself happy in the 
sweet security of a Protection that defied all. 
changes. 

Her only relative was her mother^s half- 
brother. Lord Cleavedon, now re-married ta 
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a yonng and vorldlv woman; the liome ex- 
tended to the orpban was ODe in which little 
peace awaited her^ and most uncongenial to her 
spirit. Yet she felt she could not quit the place 
the providence of God assigned her^ until He 
Himself went h'forc her. and assured her foot- 
steps in the wav He would hare her to go. 

This letter, — she approved it fiilly ; but it 
had revealed to her how fast every feeling was 
merging into idol worship, even of him who, 
though a disciple of Jesus, was usurping an 
undue place in the temple of her heart. A 
thousand fears sprang up for the life of the 
friend so dear; even as the mother of Moses 
might have watched the frail ark that con- 
tained her earthly treasure, magnifying the soft 
breeze that swept the reeds upon the river^s 
margin as the crocodiles stealthily approach, 
or the threatening of the storm that was 
destined to engulph her darling. 

How are our prayers answered ? 

How often had Agnes prayed to be more 
conformed to her Master, and now she was 
called to suffer. How often had she implored 
to be permitted to be a blessing to others^ and 
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to spend her life in the service that wasmostjoyful 
to her, as a witness for her Lord, the way seemed 
to open only to close again and leave her sur- 
rounded by those who knew not Him she served, 
and who did not desire* a knowledge of Him, 

And, for Morton, had she not petitioned 
that he might be perfected in holiness and made 
meet for the Kingdom, even as she had prayed 
for herself? The Lord had heard her petition, 
and she knew it not. 

" If I could have seen him only once,^' said 
Agnes; "perhaps we may never, never meet 
again on earth ; it is very hard to part thus." 

" The Lord thy Shepherd is ; dread not, nor be dismayed ; 
He leads thee on through thorny paths by ways His hand 

hath made. 
The stormy sky He rules ; the wildest waye He binds ; 
Thou know'st the * secret of the stair,' for to His heart it winds. 

^' Green pastures wait for thee, and shouldst thou pine for rest, 
He'll bring thee to the water-course, and bear thee on 'His 

breast. 
Trust Him, whatever betide ; on Him cast all thy care, 
The wilderness hath pleasant spots, and He will guide thee 

there. 

" Oh, watch we by the way! for the Bridegroom soon shall come. 
And the silver trumpet's joyful note shall call His loved ones 

home! 
Oh, watch we by the way ! and the Shepherd's footsteps trace ; 
Keep close beside the flock, at noon we shall see Him face to &ce. 

IB 
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Oh, tempted Child! lean thine head nponthf 
breast of Ilim who remembers we are of dost: 
cling thou there. He will not suflFer the stomi] 
billows to overwhelm thee; His arm is stretched 
out to the hand that strives to reach Him; noi 
will He turn a deaf ear to the voice that trem- 
bles through the storm. 

Weak^ she is clinging to the Rock ; hut sh 
has opened another Letter^ and reads therein 
and the love of those lines, dictated by Him whc 
knows her utmost need^ is entering into th( 
wound He has seen needful to inflict. Thai 
Letter is from her Father's house, and fix)m ha 
Father's heart. There is no perplexity it cannol 
fathom, no sorrow for which it does not hold t 
balm, no mistake for which it will not reveal i 
remedy. ''There is one event to the righteoiu 
and to the wicked.'' But the sun that opens th( 
petals of the flower, and wakens it to fuller fra- 
grance and beauty, draws from corruption th( 
fumes of disease and death. 

And Agnes reads on — "No weapon that ii 
fbrmed against thee shall prosper." She gathen 
light, and strength, and hope from these word 
to meet the darkness that seems lowering ove 
outward life. 
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There is a gentle knock at the door of her 
apartment, and Lady Cleavedon enters, and, 
placing herself beside Agnes, speaks in a caress- 
ing tone, taking the cold hand within her own. 
The trace of tears was still visible on the face 
of the orphan girl, her voice was tremulous and 
in a lower key than usual, as if she feared to trust 
to greet one, more likely to wound than to soothe. 

"Come, Agnes,^^ said her visitor, ''let us 
consult together what is best to be done, though 
I must say you bear your disappointment with 
marvellous equanimity,'* she added in a tone of 
light banter. The pale cheek flushed beneath 
the implied taunt ; and her ladyship proceeded — 
'^^ They say Mr. Morton is attached to you, and 
a very fortunate attachment for him ; therefore 
I cannot understand this extraordinary conduct. 
Write at once, and persuade him to come here 
on his way from Eversleigh, and he is ours, my 
dear ! He has not seen you for nearly two 
years. Urge upon him that he ought not to 
go into danger, almost certain danger, without 
at least taking leave of you.'' 

Agnes's heart beat quick, and quailed before 
the Tempter, for it echoed the temptation whis- 
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pering witliin. To see Morton once more^ to 
hear his Toice^ to tell and learn all that these 
two years had been to both, to which she had 
looked forward only a few hours before — to feel 
near that one tme firiend to whom her soul's 
interests were dear — ^for a moment she trem- 
bled in her loneliness and longing. 

Child! the path of the Believer must be a 
lonely one. It was when the Saviour hungered 
that Satan proffered bread. She feels helpless 
before her Enemy. She has covered her face 
with her hands. Her lips move not, but a cry 
has gone up from her heart that sobs forth its 
grief at the feet of Him mighty to save ! That 
sob echoes through the courts of Heaven, '^Lord 
help me V' 

Faint is the cry; so faint that only the 
Spirit that inspired it can interpret the flutter- 
ing whisper; but it has reached the ear of Him 
whose everlasting arms are round the mother- 
less girl. Her hands fall from her face. Light 
is breaking over the stormy wave. 

" It cannot be, dear Lady Cleavedon V 

"Why cannot it be?'' inqidred her visitor, 
impatiently. 
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^^I should be untrue to him— faithless to 
my God/^ 

" Would Morton not come if you pointed 
out to him Lord Cleavedon's displeasure?^' 

'^I believe not/' 

" Then he does not love you." 

" He loves his Master more/' replied Agnes. 
I do not comprehend it." ♦ 

If you knew that Master, Leonora, you 
would.'' 

" One of our first duties, I should think, is to 
take care of ourselves, preserve our health, and 
enjoy the good things provided for us. Who 
ever heard of a man declining such prospects, to 
join a Surgeon in a cholera district, to preach 
to the poor !" and she laughed. 

"Not often, truly," replied Agnes simply; 
*^ but there are few such men — men 'full of faith 
and of the Holy Ghost.' " 

" Come ; I have set my heart on having 
you settled at the Rectory, quite as steadily as 
your uncle determined upon Morton for the 
Rector, and not for this foolish fanaticism, 
which would vanish after a few days spent with 
you here, will we be foiled. Repentance must 
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be the result of such enthusiasm; when, for 
the sake of following out a path which no one 
but himself can see was intended for him, a 
man gives up a comfortable Living, a future^ 
provision, and the woman he professes to love." • 

'^ Professes ! oh, Leonora, you know little 
of Emanuel Morton, if you think he would 
profete what he does not feel." 

" Then if you are sure of that, I will write 
to him myself and tell him you are ill, and 
that Lord Cleavedon is displeased with you, 
and desires the engagement ended, which he 
does," 

"It must not be," replied Agnes, while her 
heart gathered new confidence, as the snare 
the Adversary had laid for her weak feet was- 
slowly revealed to her soul, as it received its 
light from the Source of life. "Never! I 
would be the last to league with any one to 
weaken his resolution. I ask but the privilege of 
working in the same Vineyard, however lowly 
the station; it is a wide field, and God will not 
despise the weak hand and earnest heart of a 
woman that desires to find her strength and 
wisdom in Him alone." 
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^^ Well, Agnes," exclaimed Lady Cleavedon, 
rising in more evident displeasure than she had 
yet shown, ^'if such is your final determination 
to refuse the counsel I ofiFer you, I have to tell 
you frankly your uncle will generously look 
over the past, on consideration that you will yet 
write and break off this engagement, and leave 
with us en route for Italy next month. Jf you 
decline this kind proposition, he withdraws the 
protection and provision which he had offered 
you, and we both think it best you should leave 
us at once, at all events for a season. What 
could you be thinking of to recall the memory 
of Vane, which has sent his Lordship to his 
study, as it always does, and may leave him de- 
pressed for days, nor will he allow me to speak 
to him either of the fetes or the archery meet- 
ing. Your obstinacy and cruelty exasperate 
me. And this is Christianity I'' 

Yes ! this was Christianity. 

"I but reminded him of truths he was for- 
getting.'' 

'' Truth is not to be spoken at all seasons." 

" That season when Jesus and His followers 
are assailed (for He is persecuted in them) is 
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not the time when it should be dumb on the 
lips of a faithful servant/' 

^^ WeU, I sought you to prove my friend- 
ship for you, by counselling you for your good ; 
you are not in a mood to benefit by it. It 
would be advisable you should accept the in- 
vitation of Mrs. Linton, and return to us at 
some future period when we may, perhaps, be 
better prepared to receive you.'* 

There was no flush of anger or surprise on 
the placid face turned towards the speaker, for 
Agnes felt that a mighty Hand was guiding all 
for her good; but there was something of com- 
passion in the glance turned upon the woman 
of the world which she could not endure, though 
she was unable to comprehend it. 

'^ Be it so ; I will leave to-morrow.'' 

" One last word, Agnes. I take your mes- 
sage to Lord Cleavedon distinctly. You will 
not give up Mr. Morton ? You will not write 
to persuade him to decline this wild scheme, 
and accept the Living? Understand that yon 
cannot marry him otherwise." 

" As my Father wills ! Here we have no 
continuing city ; there,'' said Agnes, looking, as 
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it were, even beyond the last lingering light of 
day that was fading over the distant hills, 
'^ there we shall meet ; there the spirit which 
has been knit to mine here will learn how the 
Lord permitted him to minister to me ; he will 
trace how his brave life led me to seek for 
strength fipom the same Source whence he has 
drawn it; in the contemplation of his humble 
walk and heavenly mind^ I was first led to long to 
know more fully that Saviour who was his light 
and guide^ and will be his sun^ his shield^ and 
his reward. 1 mil not write what my heart 
rejects as treachery, nor will I give up the 
gift I hold from God till Grod Himself requires 
it at my hands.'' 

The joy of the Lord was the strength of the 
feeble girl, and the consciousness of the glo- 
rious privilege of the protection she enjoyed as 
the child of God. 

The worldly woman, who gazed upon the 
trustful face, and listened to the calm decision 
of one who had no earthly home, and stood 
alone, friendless, poor, and unprotected, for the 
first time, was startled to consider^ as she 
retraced her steps from Agnes's room, that 
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after all there might be something more than 
enthusiasm in this strange belief that made 
women brave and men unselfish. 

The small sum which remained to Agnes^ 
from the wreck of her little property, which the 
long illness of her mother, and the necessary 
journey to a foreign country had impoverished, 
prevented her from feeling the keener privation 
of absolute poverty, which would compel her to 
seek at once the means of subsistence. She 
was content to live for the day and trust 
to-morrow to her heavenly Father. She knew 
she required rest to recruit her health already 
broken by long watching, and a residence in a 
relaxing climate, and she desired to accept for a 
time a home proffered her in the north of Devon 
by a distant relative of her mother; knowing 
that wherever we are, the heart that desires to 
exercise itself in the service most dear to a 
child of God shall never lack a field of labour, 
though unacknowledged by the Church, or un- 
witnessed by the world. She knew none of the 
'^ little ones'' ever perished in the wilderness, 
for the Lord is their Shepherd. 

It had been a seemingly harsh blow that 
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had smitten the source of her tears ; that 
flowed meekly and patiently^ unseen now by all 
but Him who could alone imderstand their 
language. They expressed her sorrowful ac-r 
knowledgment of the need of the discipline ; 
praise for strength in her hour of need^ pitiful 
intercession for those who cast her out and 
afflicted her. * * * * 

The trial had been permitted; but woe to 
them through whom the offence came ; for the 
Father of the fatherless, even God in His holy 
habitation, shall one day require at their hands 
the tears chronicled by Angels. Take heed to 
it, ye that fear not God, neither regard men. 

That night wore away in peaceful rest for 
Agnes; she had laid her care upon Him who 
has promised to sustain, and when the morning 
dawned, it brought her peace, for she was able 
to trace more distinctly the Hand on which 
she rested, guiding her where He would have 
her to be. 

She sought, and with some difficulty ob- 
tained, a parting interview with Lord Cleavedon; 
he received her with respect, nearly allied to 
fear; he longed to press her to prolong her 
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visit, but he dreaded the destruction of his com- 
fort in the world he worshipped — he would even 
have asked her forgiveness for his tyranny, but 
his pride rebelled — he shrunk from her faith- 
fulness. 

The parting words of Agnes are words of 
warning; words that shall not return to their 
source void, but bearing the savour of life unto 
life — or of death unto death. They reach not 
ihe hearer's heart. They have but awakened 
the memory of his dead son — ^his wife. The 
warnings and invitations often scattered on the 
wayside of his soul have been devoured by 
the fowls of the air, and these will share the 
same fate ! 

It is true gentle feelings towards Morton 
arose with memories of his child, associated as 
he was with the past, but it brought not his own 
•ins to remembrance. There was something, 
t00| Ulco pity for the friendless girl he was 
willing to cast on the world, but it did not lead 
him to pause in the act; the fiat of condemna- 
tion glided over his ruffled feelings, but it passed 
^^^^|m morning dew; the pride of the unbent 
^^^^^kd unrepenting heart kept sway, the 
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evil tenant refused to give up possession. And 
the voice within, with its message of mercy to- 
the old man's soul, was heard no more. 

The narrow policy of Lady Cleavedon ren- 
dered her jealous of any bias for good which 
might disturb her own worldly schemes and en- 
joyment ; the temper of her husband had already 
been ruffled by memories of the past, and she- 
was ready to league her own subtle arguments- 
with his secret wishes, to preclude the possi- 
bility of Agnes finding a home where her gentle- 
influence might obtain an ascendancy, and con- 
scious herself to a growing dislike of one whose- 
life bore fruit never indigenous to the natural 
heart. 

And so, Agnes Jordan departed — and they 
let her go ! The world loves its own. They 
did not care to keep beside their hearth, 
amongst Earth's noble bom, the lowly stranger 
whose fair inheritance the wealth of worlds 
could not purchase, and around whom the 
Angds of God encamped. 

It was well ! " WTiat communion hath light 
with darkness?'^ What fellowship can exist 
between the Citizen of the World and the^ 
Stranger? 
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The gall^ and the thorns^ and the mocking 
form as much the portion of the Children of the 
Kingdom as the bright Eternal home that awaits 
them and the glory which shall be revealed. The 
worldling may judge of what the '^little flocV 
Itave not^ but he can form no adequate idea of 
what they possess; he may weigh the earthly 
advantages they forego^ he has no conception of 
ihe compensation for which it is foregone. 

Oh! feeble-hearted ones, who follow the 
meek and lowly Saviour^ be not afraid of a 
little scorn. Eejoice, rather, that ye are counted 
worthy to suffer. 

The path of tribulation is the gate of the 
Kingdom. Soon the desert briars shall blos- 
som into roses, and your days of mourning 
fihall be ended. 



€^t %muL 



** Watcli unto prayer." — 1 Psr. ir. 7, 



**Bbethben ! go forth beside all ways — 

The waiid*rer greet' with outstretched hand. 
And call him back who darklj strays, 

And bid him join our gladsome band ; 
That Heaven hath stooped to Earth below ; 

Proclaim the glad news every where ! 
That all may learn our faith and know . 

They too may find an entrance there." 




THE BIVOUAC. 



The meeting of Morton with his friend Arthur 
Carrington was, as might be expected, fraught 
with deep interest to both. When the young 
Surgeon looked on the clear, calm brow of 
his friend, it partly dissipated the fear which 
had at first clouded his joy, in seeing him less 
hardy and apparently athletic, than he formerly 
remembered him. He dreaded to have called 
him to a work where the peculiar phase of 
wretchedness he must inevitably witness, and 
the disease which might ultimately attack him, 
possibly would cost him the sacrifice of his life ; 
but one glance at the unbroken peace of that 
face satisfied him, that whatever the result of 
this undertaking, the life of the soldier of the 
Cross, with all he possessed, was laid at the 
feet of their Redeemer, and ready to be offered, 
whenever and however it was required. 

*' I wonder how you bore patiently with me 



^ 
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for so long/' said Arthur, as the friends sat 
together the morning after Morton's arrival in 
London. 

"I suppose, in remembering how long 
my Father in Heaven bore with me," replied 
Morton. 

" But how you comprehended my sinful life 
and yet so faithful to rebuke me, so pitiful 
to my weakness ; though you seemed never to 
have ran into the same excesses in which I was 
lost; when you set heart and hand to drag me 
out!'' 

'^ You cannot hold the balance for another's 
sins; our guilt is alike, ^ there is no difference' 
— demanding the like sinless Sacrifice. The 
natural heart is the same well of abomina- 
tion, in every man without exception ; out of 
him bom of the flesh can come no good thing. 
All are alike dead — ^lost — ^loathsome in the sight 
of the perfectly pure and holy Grod, If I was 
saved from external manifestations of the evil 
that dwelt within, similar to your own, it was 
not of my will that it was so. The restraining 
providences of an all-seeing God seemed to 
meet me at every turn, and set bounds that I 
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could not pass. The path of destruction I was 
once tempted to tread was hedged up with 
thorns^ and guarded as though by a Seraph's 
flaming sword ; I believe it was, that I walked 
girdled by a mother's prayers.'' 

"I thought your mother died before you 
went to College." 

'^ Long before then. I was but a stripling, 
but she began to weave an ark of love and 
prayer for her child, before he saw the light of 
the natural day. In faith she placed him by the 
river of Living Water; it was all she could do, 
but she never ended her watch until the Lord 
bade her ' go up higher.' 

" I was little more than an infant when I 
first remember to have been awakened by a 
nightly visit of my mother to my nursery. I 
can recall her to this hour, standing as she then 
did, bending over my little bed, wrapped in her 
white dressing-gown, shading the light from 
my eyes, while she watched me. Then kneeling 
down, in a clear, distinct whisper, I heard her com- 
mit me to the keeping of the Invisible Father of 
the fatherless, urging her petition that I might 
be made His child, by the gift of His Holy Spirit, 
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that I might be preserved from the snares and 
dangers that beset my path, and be accepted 
as a ministering servant in His Kingdom, here 
and hereafter. Her trials, and her sorrows^ 
her hopes^ her fears^ her joys^ all alike seemed 
shared with Him who deUghts to hear the voice 
of His children^ and behold their eyes turned 
unto Him, as unto the hand of a Father. Every 
night she laid her boy at the feet of Jesus, and 
every day reminded Him of her petitions, and 
looked for an answer. 

" I was not an idol, but I was my Mother^s 
earthly treasure. She laid her riches up in 
Heaven, as the safest storehouse for Eternity — 
counting on the faithfulness of Him who said, 
'Where thy treasure is, there will thine heart 
be also. Leave thy fatherless children, I will 
preserve them alive, and let thy widows trust 
in Me.' 

" At first I resented the intrusion on my 
slumbers with a peevish cry ; but, as I grew 
older, I began to listen for the light footstep of 
this dear night-watcher, and to feel disappointed 
in the morning if she failed to awaken me. 
Soon I learnt to lisp the words after her; but. 
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best of all, I loved to hear her gentle voice, in 
that, to me, mysterious audience with the King 
of kings. When her last kiss was on my cheek, 
and I was left alone and in darkness, I never felt 
the least fear. I believed the Lord gave my 
Mother everything she asked ; and, though un- 
seen by me. Angels kept watch and ward over 
the widow^s child. 

'^ Do not misunderstand me ; it was but the 
natural sentiment of religion in my young 
heart. Il was only when I awoke to the fear- 
ful, solemn position in which I found myself, 
ordained of men and not of God, that sent me, 
a bleeding, broken-hearted sinner, to the feet 
of Him able to save to the uttermost ! 

" I should have run riot with the rest of you, 
Arthur ; nay, in some ways I did so, but there 
were others — the very threshold seemed barred 
against me. Between me and many a tempta- 
tion there glided the remembrance of my 
Mother, robed still in her white garments, with 
her fond eyes bent on me, as whispering bless- 
ings on my nightly couch. She was stronger in 
that one memory than all the seductions arrayed 
against me— than all the evil influences of m.^ 



\ 
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reckless companions in my early College days. 
And you know^ afterwards, I came out from 
among you, and I looked beyond my Mother^s^ 
prayers, even to my Mother's God ! It was not 
difficult then to lay hold of the rich promises- 
given me for others; and often, when my own 
heart sinks, I think of that God of the helpless, 
who honoxu'ed the faith of the night-watch of 
that feeble Woman, to my salvation." 

"And I am reaping of her sowing/' said 
Arthur Carrington, after a long pause. '^ That 
day we parted was the eventfiil one of my history. 
Vainly I fought against the memory of your 
words of warning, and that prophetic fsirewell : 
'' If I hold your hand again on earth, it will be 
as a Brother in Christ, if you are only true to 
the light you have received.'^ 

" Did I say so? Well, then, I believed it. 
I had before then counted the cost. Our 
earthly friendship and your approbation were 
in one scale, my Master^s message in the- 
other.'' 

'^ Yes ; and I have often longed for your 
faithfulness, your strength." 

" Say, rather, you will strive to shame my 



THE BIVOUAC. 87 

faithlessness and feebleness^ and seek HV^ 
strength, which is perfected in weakness— ^Aa^ is 
always yours, the same source open to you, 
the same promises, ' Whatsoever ye do^ do it 
heartily, as to the Lord, and not unto men,* 
and the reward is yours. For why? Ye 
'serve the Lord Christ !' Leave the result to 
God. But go on/' 

'^ I had seen your eye rest sorrowfully on 
the piles of light literature which I had pre- 
pared to beguile the tedium of the voyage," 
continued Arthur ; *' but I determined I would 
not be prevented from my enjoyments because 
your taste differed from mine. The next day I 
took up a new French novel, in order to feel my 
own independence ; but it would not do. Your 
words rang in my ears ; your warnings seemed 
to echo in every dash of the waves at the window 
of my cabin, I felt, for the first time, as if God 
were looking down upon me — marking me. I 
tried another book, less objectionable, as I 
thought, but I was only more miserable. I 
longed to hide myself from the All-seeing Eye. 
That night I dropped the poisonous bait of the 
enemy overboard — ^Plays, Poems, and Romances* 
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There was nothing left but my medical library, 
packed in the hold, and the Bible you had 
placed on my table at parting. I felt strength 
from that hour. Many a star-lit night I paced 
the deck, finding no rest or peace. But at last 
it came — I know not how. The Word was 
my resource in all my difficulties; it answered 
me like the voice of the Saviour ; and, hour by 
hour, my heart rose in thankfulness to God, 
who had given me a heart not to despise the good 
gift of one of His children for my Friend. There 
was a poor sailor there who knew more of the 
Divine life, and spoke more like you than anyone 
else I ever heard. He took a great affection 
for me ; cheered me when despairing, and prayed 
with me, and for me; ay, and for you too! 
You were the instrument used to snatch me 
from the illusions dragging me fast to hell! 
How can I ever recompense you for your faith- 
fulness ? I was trusting in what I called my 
honesty of purpose, which consisted in believing 
whatever was consistent with my own precon- 
ceived ideas, and rejecting all else of the Truth, 
"lam recompensed, richly recompensed !" 
replied Morton, deeply touched by the recital. 
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'^ I sometimes dread that I have selfishly 
brought you from labour^ in which your health 
might still have served for many a year longer^ 
to the work before you, which may destroy you/* 

''Oh cast such doubt for ever from you, 
dear Arthur,*' replied Morton, cheerfully. 
'' Life ever hangs on a thread, but it rests in 
the hands of Him who knows its length and 
strength. We enfeeble it, misuse it ; but the 
'silver cord* shall not 'be loosed, or the golden 
bowl be broken, or the pitcher be broken at the 
fountain, or the wheel broken at the cistern,' 
till He the Lord hath spoken it. Christ has 
not only possession of the keys of Hell, but of 
Death. It is only Unbelief that can suppose 
life lies in circumstances, and that it can be 
shortened in the Lord's service. The battle- 
field is the place for the soldier ; no cross, no 
crown ! I am ready, and willing ; when shall 
we go forth on this new ground?** 

"It is, indeed, as you will see, undiscovered 
land to many living within the same square 
mile; and a deep lesson I have been taught 
there. I will call for you this evening at seven.** 

It was neither a Philosopher nor Stoic who 
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threaded the doll^ dreary alleys and courts 
that eveDing by the side of Arthur Carrmgton^ 
but an ardent-hearted man. To his fellows^ 
erects calm^ and self-possessed; but^ within^ 
bruised with conflict^ and many an unseen 
wrestle^ such as leave no signs to careless eyes^ 
but which mark lines of silver even on the 
young head^ and furrows on the brow. Precious 
in the sight of Him who seeth not as man 
seeth; and to the warrior, counted but the 
scars of the thorns of the chaplet, and amongst 
the "all thiDgs that work together for good 
to them that love God." 

This evening, perhaps more than ever be- 
fore, our Evangelist felt himself unfitted for any 
service in which his Master could be glorified. 
His lips seemed sealed, even to his companion ; 
he felt like a broken vessel ; he was tempted 
even by the suggestions of Arthur in the morn- 
ing — feared he had thrust himself into labour 
for which, from want of habit and knowledge of 
the character of the people, he was unprepared. 
.... And .... could it be • • • • his own 
hand, perhaps, had voluntarily closed the door 
on a sphere which, after all, had been intended 
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for him by Providence? So the Adversary 
waited his advantage to unhinge^ if possible^ 
the peace and disturb the joy in the Lord^ 
which is the strength of the combatant. 

The pleasant home of the quiet Vicarage 
had been exchanged for the small^ close^ gloomy 
rooms, situated in a narrow street within sound 
of the din and roar of wheels and voices ; and 
the pure, fresh air of hill and dale was replaced 
by the heated atmosphere of a crowded city. 

Even so Elijah, weary with his long jour- 
ney, hungry and faint, was tempted to murmur, 
and desire of Him (whose message he had tri- 
umphantly declared) that he might die. Satan 
calculates his time — when flesh is weak — and 
watches his hour. But God be praised 1 there 
is One who watches too; and if the vessel be 
marred, it is in the hand of the Potter, who will 
fashion it fairer than before ! 

Hitherto, Morton had experienced little of 
that unsettled feeling which first follows the 
removal of those who have lived in the quiet 
luxury of home. There is often a danger in 
hoMt : even in Spiritual things. Before we are 
aware of the peril, it rocks the soul to slumber, 
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and the Master sees the needs-be of emptying 
us from vessel to vessel. Frequently are we 
made to feel the pressure of a loving Father's 
rod; and how often have the friends of the 
Bridegroom to hear His gentle whisper of re- 
proof — " Could ye not watch one hour ?" 

The Evening was heavy with vapour, and 
the dull air seemed to muffle the distant roll of 
wheels and rush of life which swells upon the 
air in a great city^ until the short interval of 
cessation of business and pleasure compels the 
needed rest for renewed toil. 

The population amongst whom Emanuel 
Morton was now called to labour^ contrasted 
strikingly with the charge from which he had 
been removed; but not more than his own 
spiritual position. He was conscious that much 
of the influence hitherto granted him had been 
derived from the external form of his minis- 
terial office. The thorny path of tribulation^ 
through which he had wrestled, had torn away 
many a blinding veil; he no longer beheld 
^'men as trees walking,'* but entered into the 
more secret sanctuary of the ^^ inner court,^' 
a spiritual priest. He had long felt the service 
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of the Saviour was the service of perfect free- 
dom to those who are led to worship Him *' in 
spirit and in truth.^' He had desired to be 
brought into a fuller fellowship with the mys- 
tical Body^ and thus into a closer communion 
with the Head of the Churchy knowing that a 
walk of simple faith and dependence would fol- 
low^ more befitting a disciple of Him who has pro- 
mised that His people shall not lack any good 
thing. The unrecognized desire of his heart was 
accomplished^ and how he knew not. Hence- 
forth the world was his parish; his flock, 
wherever men could be taught, comforted, 
awakened; his charge, wherever ignorance 
abounded, wherever souls thirsted for water, or 
the wounded sighed for help. *' To-day'* was 
his watchword; "to-morrow*' was not his, but 
God's; he desired to leave all in the hands of 
his Master. 

The route the &iends traversed bounded the 
worst quarter where the pestilence prevailed. 
Morton desired to make himself acquainted 
with the position of the streets where Dr. Car- 
rington was lending his medical skill. 

The co;itrast of the streets of London, in its 
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different localities, go far towards forcing on the 
mind of those otherwise disinclined to allow it, 
the claims of the Prince of Darkness, who yet 
owns the kingdom of this world ; nevertheless, 
it may teach them more richly to prize the 

< costliness of that legacy secured in the Testa* 
ment of Jesus to the poor of His flock, whose 

-affliction He sees, whose sorrows He has known. 
The West End teems with brilliant equi- 

: pages, carrying their wealthy owners to their 
comfortable homes, or to new scenes of the 
world^s fair, preparing for an artifical day which 
is to succeed the one the Creator bestowed, and 
tenderly and beneficially bounded by stillness 

: and darkness. While hidden in dens of deeper 
wretchedness dian is known, save to those who 
have braved their thresholds, scenes of profligacy 

. are enacted, that prove the reality of the Satanic 
agency ever at work alike in the mansions of 
the rich and dwellings of the poor. 

Through such scenes, the Mends proceeded 
in silence, Arthur from time to time giving such 
information as to their locality as should be 
useful in future visits. When they had reached 

4he centre of one of the streets he paused. 
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'^This/' said he, addressing Morton, "you 
will fiod a good starting point to-morrow; both 
the courts on the right are infected, and even 
since I passed this morning the 'black flag' 
shows the alley on the left is attacked. This 
section I find the least cared for^ the most 
necessitous.'' 

" This then shall be mine," replied Morton 
with energy, '^ there is no time like the present 
for taking possession; 'to-morrow,' Arthur, I 
have c^en told you, is one day too late.^' 

The Evangelist gazed around. The house 
which terminated the street, and formed one 
entrance to the court, appeared a common 
lodging-house, flanked by a minor gin-palace, 
with its gas-light blazing luridly through the 
dim shadows, and just casting a glare upon 
the black flag which drooped its melancholy 
warning, apparently little heeded, as a procla- 
mation to the dwellers beneath, of an unseen 
World and a future judgment. 

Morton had taken in at every step some- 
thing of the appalling wretchedness around 
him, and though hitherto he had made no 
observation, and seemed to move mechanically 
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by the side of his pioneer^ he was no unmoved 
spectator of the scene. Arthur proposed re- 
turning, but his step was arrested by his com- 
panion's hand laid more heavily on his arm. 

To return without one effort to speak a 
word for the Master! to think of home and rest^ 
when souls were perishing beneath his eyes, 
rushing headlong, unwarned, into the embrace 
of '^ the worm that dieth not, and the fire that 
is not quenched!'' Oh no; to-morrow may never 
come. The Mends stood in silence. Arthur 
not feeling quite dear what was expected of him, 
and the Evangelist seeking for a realization of 
his Master's presencee to go still " forward !" 

In a full, richly-modulated voice Morton 
commenced the hymn : — 

" Come to the ark, come to the ark. 
To JesuB come away ; 
The pestUence walks forth by night> 
The arrow flies by day. 

" Come to the ark ; the waters rise. 
The seas their billows rear ; 
While darkness gathers o*er the skies. 
Behold ! a refuge near. 

" Come to the ark, e*er yet the flood 
Your wand'ring steps oppose ; 
Come ! for the door that open stood 
Is now about to close.** 
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His companion was quite unprepared for 
this ; he was conscious it was beyond his own 
courage. Gladly would he have joined in the 
hymn; his Ups seemed to refuse to frame a 
sounds but the glance of reverent affection which 
kindled in his eyes^ as they remained fixed 
upon the singer, told how surely that evening 
would exercise a powerful influence over his 
future life. 

It was an unusual sound in that place; 
within a few paces, and almost within the hear- 
ing of the drunkard's revel, the impure jest, 
and laugh of misery, there rose this sweet, full- 
toned hymn, telling of the love of the Saviour 
to sinful men. 

A child, carrying an ailing infant in her arms, 
was the earliest attracted by the novelty; the 
shrill cry of the nursling at first seemed to drown 
the words, but the young nurse sat herself on 
the keipb-stone of the pavement close to the 
feet of the Evangelist. She shook back the 
tangled hair from her face the better not to 
lose a sight of the singer nor a sound of the 
song, and so rocked the babe with a cradle 
ditty such as never had before greeted her own 



^ 
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ears. Behind tlie cliild a group of rude boys 
collected, lovers of disturbance, hovering around 
in hope of the tumult to which they looked fcH*- 
ward at the close. An old woman, seated at her 
stall of unwholesome fish and fruit, assailed the 
stranger "^ith abuse, and the ludicrous imita- 
tion from some half-intoxicated idlers, mixed 
with many a jeer, for a moment caused the 
heart of the Evangelist to falter, not fail. It 
was only for a moment, that he might better 
feel the arms that upheld him. He seemed to 
look from the coming storm beyond all this 
on — on, even as Stephen, and behold m faith 
the same risen Lord. 

It is best thus ; bruised Eeeds can perce the 
toughest shield the enemy can oppose, for they 
are wielded by the hand of Him unto whom idl 
power is given in Hea/en and on Earth. Yes^ 
crushed, bruised, broken, shaken by ^e wm&, 
the Eeed is the chosen weapon of Him who 
was once mocked by the rude multitude wiii 
this emblem of the sceptre of Almighty dO' 
minion, thenceforth to be as an anrow in the 
hearts of His enemies; it was not placed in 
His kingly hand in vain. 



THE BIVOUAC. 99 

Again the hymn burst forth^ fuller, 
sweeter: — 

" Come to tlie ark ! all, all that weep, 
Beneath the sense of sin ; 
Without, deep calleth unto deep, 
But all is peace -within.* 

One by one, nearly every sash of the lone 
dreary lodging-house is raised. At first a lights 
mocking laugh and scoff drowns the words, but 
suddenly they subside, the silence deepens, and 
Morton is conscious of a plaintive voice taking 
part in the hymn. The face of the girl, from 
whom the sound proceeded, was partly con- 
cealed by a shawl, as she leaned from one of 
the curtained windows of the lower story. 

The crowd increased and gathered closer. 
The Evangelist paused. And now he speaks. 
It is still a message to sinners from Him, on 
whom his own weak heart is resting its utter 
human helplessness. It is not a warrant for 
rebels that he sets forth, neither the thunders 
of the law for the murderers of the King of 
glory ! It is the yearning love of the Father 
to his banished one, it is the melting tender- 
ness of the Mother to her sucking child. '^ Why 
will ye die?^' 



^ 
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The old woman deserted her stall and 
mingled with the crowds the men who mocked 
stood confounded, and many a lounger who at 
first took no interest in the scene, assisted in 
turning back to another outlet the noisy organ, 
or the loud vendors of evening wares. 

The heart- felt fervour of the discourse riveted 
the attention of the motley audience^ and from 
the close-curtained window above them there 
went forth the sound of loud uncontrollable 
weeping. 

The Preacher concluded; withgentle courtesy 
he thanked those of the crowd near him for pro- 
tecting the little gathering from disturbance, 
and with a few affectionate words to the poor 
child at his feet, he turned to his lodgings. He 
had not proceeded far when he found he was 
followed by the old stall-keeper, whose fturowed 
face bore tokens of emotion to which she must 
have been long a stranger. He stopped* Few 
were her words ; the first were of contrition for 
her hostility; for pardon granted before de- 
manded; the next was sweeter than an angePs 
tongue to the ear of the Evangelist — it was 
the first cry the Spirit wakes in the heart of 
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the lost— ''What shall I do to he saved?'' 
The message of the Lord to. sinners never 
changes nor grows old, and. the answer of 
eighteen hundred years ago, is the answer still — . 
^'BeUeve on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved/' 

Ignorant of the simplest of divine truths, the 
poor Romanist was only perplexed by the feasi- 
bility of the deliverance offered her. If this 
were true what need of penance ? If the Son 
of God heard the prayers of His people, and in- 
terceded for them, what need of Priest and Saint, 
and Virgin Mother, to present the poor sinnei:'8 
petition? Never culprit hung on a verdict 
which pronounced him free with more anxious 
desire of comprehending its glad reality, than 
this poor stall-keeper, so long captive in igno« 
ranee and darkness and fear, now brought out 
into the full beam, of Gospel day. 

The blessings attending wayside ministry 
can never be fully known here. The destitute 
wanderers of the lanes, and dim alleys, and dark 
courts, who have never been known to enter 
any place where the Gospel is preached, can in 
this way be reached^ And if the preacher act 
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wisely and lovingly, he wiU in time gain atten^ 
tion. The masses are inclined to respect him^ 
because, when they find he is not paid for the^ 
conc^n he takes in their salvation^ they be- 
lieve-r-and they are right — ^that he must be in 
earnest. His words become the subject of dis- 
cussion^ perhaps the topic of conversation in 
times of sorrow^ and thus he may gather around 

him souls, in reality hungering for the Bread or 

« 

Life, though they know it not, and perishing^ 
amongthe swine, because no mangave unto them. 
And surely we have the fairest Example, 
even in Him who was prophet, priest, and. 
King I He had compassion on the multitude ; 
He never recapitulated His weary days and 
nights of watching. His teaching was not re- 
stricted to the Temple, and the presence of the^ 
Elders and the Doctors. He was content with 
a poor fishing boat for His pulpit. On the bor- 
ders of the lake, in the streets, in the cornfield, 
by the sea-shore, on the mountain, wherever 
there were listeners. He unfolded the sweet- 
message of love, the gentle precept, the word 
of warning, the familiar parable, and the '^com-^ 
mon people heard Him gladly.^' 
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Are there none to-day content to forego 
thdr lionours> titles^ and degreea here^ and 
reeeke them hereafter^ that the Lord our 
God may be gl<^fied ? Surely there are some 
\vho will bring their intellect (which may else- 
where da^zle)^ and their youth^ and their 
strength^ and their first ardour/ into this much* 
neglected field. Let them love much, and they 
will cast themselves into the Treasury; and 
they shall learn they have not served the Eling 
of kings for nought. 

Oh 1 how God more than meets the desire 
of His servants to glorify His name and extend 
His kiiigdom. Thankfully and joyfully the poor 
slave^ now firee, turned to her home that even-, 
ingi while the Evangelist carried her in his 
heart amid his precious memories to lay her 
with glad thanksgiving at the feet of the 
Vanquisher, 

Before he retired to rest, Morton numbered 
up his blessings, he found his cup already run- 
ning over, so richly had this first eflfort in the 
new comer of the Vineyard been crowned. It 
was all praise ! Strength for his hour's imperfect 
service; the silence of the mocking crowd, the 
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sleep of the wailing child^ tlie sobs o£ the 
sorrowful woman^ and the vital question of the 
aged staU-keeper,— each one was separately re- 
membered at the Throne of Grace. He felt he 
had not gone forth in vain. 

If the heel of the Man had been bruised by 
the sting of the Serpent^ that heel^ by faith in the 
heavenly Conqueror^ had been anew set on the 
head of the Tempter, already vanquished, though 
we are so slow to gather up the spoils of victory. 

The promise given to the day-labourer was 
this night Etnanuel Morton's: his sleep was 
sweet j he recognized his bivouac in the enemy's 
country. He looked no more behind him, he 
felt more keenly the privilege of fighting, suffer- 
ingi dying, for the Captain he served, and he 
was ready at His word to strike his tent, either 
for a post of greater danger or at the silver 
trumpet's call to lay down his arms and cross 
at the feet of his King, and take up the palm 
and crown. 




a laq'B JBarttr* 



" I -will feed the flock of alaugliteir, eren you, O poor of 
the flock."— Zbch. xi. 7. 



*' Gk) ! labour on, spend and be spent ; 
Thy joy to do thy Father's will : 
It is the way the Master went-« 
Shall not the servant tread it still ? 

" Go! labour on ; 'tis not fbr jiought : 
Thy earthly loss is heavenly gain ; 
Men beed thee, Ioto thee, praise thee not ; 
Thy Master praises ; what are men ? 

*' Go ! labour on ; your hands are weak, 

Your biees are faint, youir soul cast down f 
Yet falter not ! the prize you seek 
Is near — a kingdom and a crown ! 



(( 



Toil on, and in thy toil rejoice ; 

For toil comes rest, for exile home. 
Soon sbalt thou hear the Bridegroom's voice,. 

The midnight peal, * Behold, I come.' 



}>i 



A DAY'S MARCH. 



The day had not far advanced when our Evan- 
gelist Bought the locality indicated by his friend 
as the scene of his future labour. He was un- 
decided as to the exact spot^ passing through the 
street as he had done in the dim^ uncertain light 
of evening ; but he trusted to be guided by Him 
who had promised to lead him in the way that 
he should go. While pausing to examine the 
position of the court he was seeking, his coat 
was pulled^ at first gently, but afterwards with 
a more determined effort to gain his attention^ 
and a little half-clad cluld^ whose long un- 
combed locks^ when shaken back^ disclosed the 
intelL'gent face of one of his young auditors of 
the night before, stood beside him. 

"Sir — ^please — /* and the child; hesitated. 
Morton smiled encouragingly, and she pro- 
ceeded rapidly — " Are you going to sing again,, 
and will you be just there ? " 
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'^ Why 80?" 

'* Because^ if you are, Vd like to come to hear 
you ; it^s better that, than walking all day with 
baby, crying.*' 

. There was no mistake. It was the child- 
nurse, whose wailing charge the evening hymn 
had rocked to slumber.. When the eye is up- 
lifted for expected showers, how joyfully the 
heart heralds the first floating cloud that pro- 
mises abundance of rain; the servant who had 
asked nothing wavering, and was on the watch- 
tower, hailed the sign thankfully, content to be 
led by a little child. 

" Did you like the — song ? " inquired 
Morton. 

" Should think I did,** replied the girl in a 
tone of decided approbation. "There*a none 
here about sing like that.** 

" Would you like to sing it also ? ** 

"Well, I should not mind if I did; but 
that's not easy.'* 

^^You may sing a sweeter song than that 
some day, if you like ; and, what is better, never 
weary singing it; it will be ever new.** 

Can I, tho* ? I should like to know how.*' 



(C 
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" I know some one who will teach you/' 

"You!" exclaimed the child delightedly, as 
if she had at once solved the difficulty, 

" No ; better far than that. A Friend who 
will never change, ' never leave you, never, never 
forsake you.V He will care for you always, in- 
struct you, love you, watch over you. Hfe can 
make you good and happy here in this world; 
and when you die, if He does not come before. 
He will take you to live in a home of glory, a 
'holy and beautiful house.' With such sweet 
company you will never wish to leave it. Do 
you think you should love this Friend if you 
knew Him ?'' 

''I think I would/' answered the eager 
listener ; " but He does not live about this part, 
I should say 7*^ 

^^ I fear none are looking for Him. Few 
will receive Him, or accept His kindness, though 
He is often knocking for admittance, and calling 
to those who turn a deaf ear to His voice* 
He came to earth out of love to His people. He 
came to save them &om Eternal punishment, 
and they murdered Him." 

The child clasped her hands, and looked 
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witli deepening interest into the face of the 
«peaker^ while she hung upon the tale of woe^ 
ixepeating sadly — 

« Murdered Him ! '^ 
' " Even so. The King, his Father, sent His 
^servants first to His wicked people. His messen- 
, gers Vere wounded and beat, and then He sent 
His Son — His only Son, whom He loved — Him 
ihey have taken, and, ' by wicked hands, have 
-crucified and slain.' Have you never heard of the 
*Son of God ? — of Jesus ? — of the dear Saviour?" 

The child shook her head. 

*^ Have you a father and mother? Did you 
never go to either school or place of worship? 
Is there no one to tell you of Him — ^no one that 
knows this kind Friend ? '^ 

'^ Well, no ! ^' said the child, after a few 

minutes' silence, as if striving to recollect; 

*^^they never said so, if they do. I never 

heard talk of Him before. I know there is 

^God.^' 

*^You say you should like to live with Him. 

Do you think you are fit to dwell in the home 

of glory I told you of, if He sends for you ? 

JEvery one is good and happy there ; no un- 
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holy words are heard; no wicked deed done. 
All is peace, and love^ and goodness. What 
think you?'* 

''No, I am not good!" said the child 
firankly. ''Mother says Fm the worst of us 
alL'' 

"How so?'' 

"I tell father when she beats me, and that 
makes words ; and I get so tired nursing 
baby." 

"Is that all?" 

" Oh, no ! A great deal more." 

"Are you happy when you make others 
quarrel?" 

" No ! and I often say I wonH do it again; 
but I do, just the same. I can't help it." 

" I can tell you how to help it. The King's 
Son, whom men treated so cruelly, can teach 
you." 

" Teach me ? " said thjp child incredulously. 
„ I thought He was dead — does He live?" 

" He was dead, but 'is alive again for ever- 
more.' He died that your sins might be par- 
doned, and you brought near to God. He has 
returned to His hcmie of glory, to ^^-^^sx^ ^ 
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place for those who believe on Him and love 
Him ; apd now He is calling you to go to Him 
that He may give you His Holy Spirit, and 
make you His child.*' 

^'And don't everybody love Him, And go 
when He calls them? But mayhap all the 
people don't know of Him. Would He love 
such poor children as we?'* 

*' Indeed, I know He does. When Jesus 
was on earth. He took them up in His arms, 
and put His hands on them, and blessed them. 
He loves them as dearly now. He loves you. I 
can show you where it is written in His Book." 

'^ I would like to learn about Him that loves 
children, and makes them good. Will youTcad 
it where He says it ?" 

" That I wm, gladly. Where do you live?" 

'^nE Court." 

" At No. 7 ? And your name is Langstan ?" 
inquired the Evangehst. 

"Well, yes; Lucy Langstan." 

'' Your father is sick ? " 

** Why, you know everything ! " exclaimed 
the poor child, in unfeigned admiration at the 
knowledge of her new friend. 
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'^ I am going to visit him^ if you will shew 
me the way/^ 

*' You are ? Then you will ask him to let 
me learn to sing that song, like you. And oh ! 
tell him about the glory-home. I think he 
would like that — tho' he's very bad ;'' and 
the lip of the little stranger quivered as she re- 
membered her desolate home and sick father, 
which the dream of the ever sweet song and 
beneficent Friend had made her for awhile 
forget. 

Preceded a few paces by his swift-footed 
guide, the Evangelist threaded the court, its 
alley, and passages, and followed her up a nar- 
row dark staircase, which he ascended rather by 
feeling, than sight. 

Propped up in an arm-chair, his head lean- 
ing against the wall for support, sat the sick 
man of whom he was in search, and the first 
name on Arthur's list. Oji a pillow, in a large 
box by his side, lay a faded infant, while two 
other children occiipied one of the mournful sub- 
stitutes for beds, which, with a table and dresser, 
nearly filled the apartment. To add to the op- 
pression of the close air, lines oi flL^Tsr^Xx^sa 
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were stretched across the room^ sending forth 
an unwholesome steam. 

Destitution is the same sad reality every- 
where^ but its features under some aspects are 
less painfully repulsive. Those accustomed to the 
cottage visiting of some rural district^ will find a 
striking contrast in the squalid dwellings of the 
London poor. The closed door and darkened 
windows, the deeper grain of dirt from narrower 
advantages of cleanliness, and the closely-packed 
families under one roof, render the scenes more 
terrible to witness, and seem to call louder for 
redress. For though the moral atmosphere in 
these abodes of penury and disease is not really 
more dense than it exists elsewhere, yet a greater 
number of souls are brought within the influ- 
ence of the fast-spreading contagion of sin that 
is ever breathing a miasma around; whether 
concealed in the luxurious homes of the wealthy 
or displayed in the wretched shelters of the 
homeless poor. 

Poverty, disorder, and neglect of the com- 
monest precautions seemed to provide in this 
dreary garret a welcome for any infection. The 
new comer shuddered. The gvrl pulled forward 
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the one chair the room afforded^ and placed it 
for her visitor, with the protective patronage 
which can only be understood by those whose 
intercourse with their necessitous brethren has 
not been restricted to the teaching of the shy, 
cleanly Sunday-school child of the village hamlet. 
There was a sort of self-appropriation in the 
whole transaction; she seated herself on a stool 
precisely in face of her guest, and followed each 
word and movement with intense interest. 

Morton inquired kindly of the circumstances 
of the sickness of the poor man ; the curt, abrupt 
replies ofiPered him little encouragement to pro- 
ceed with them ; but the Evangelist had recog- 
nized the cloud ^^no bigger than a man^s handj^ 
and he was not disconcerted. He glanced at 
the grate, where the cinders of yesterday, or 
many days, had accumulated, and sought vainly 
around for any evidence of womanly care or 
kindness. His first act was to send the child 
for wood, and such things as were needed. The 
fire was soon kindled, and the prompt assistance 
of the little '' help'' speedily placed the kettle 
singing on the flames ; while the opened window 
aided the purification of the stifimg ^\,TCka^^^x^' 
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The steam of the fragrant tea revived the sick 
man, and as Lucy held the cup for him, she 
triumphantly whispered over it that it was the 
gentleman who sang in the street who was so 
good to them. 

'^Have you no one to care for you?" in- 
quired their visitor gently. " No wife V^ 

" Yes — I have a wife V said the man bitterly; 
" she's not often at home — she gets work out 
some days, .... and some days .... she can- 
not, because — " He could not proceed. 
Morton did not press the subject. 
"You have had the doctor to see you?" 
" Yes ; he came yesterday morning for the 
first time. You see this side of the court was 
not in for the sickness until last week. I was a 
warehouseman. My strength is all gone, so 
my wages are stopped — I can^t work now .... 
There's no help for it — ^it^s the children I think 
of — I shall die like a dog !" 

Morton looked with deep compassion on the 
powerfully-built frame laid low in almost child- 
ish helplessness, and then at the desolation 
around, and felt how terrible to meet all this — 
without God— without laoife. 
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*^You need not die like a dog/Vsaid the 
Evangelist, ^' you were not bom for such a fate, ; 
unless you choose it. Did you never hear of the 
Friend of sinners ? Do you know who I mean ?^' 

*' I suppose you mean God/' said the 
man roughly, "but Fm no scholar; I don^t 
think He takes much account of such as 
we I'' 

'^ And if I tell you, you are mistaken— that 
He does — ^that He watches over you, as much 
as the Queen in her palace ! — that not a sparrow 
falls without His will, and you are of more value 
than many sparrows.^^ 

The man made no reply, he seemed as if he 
would rather not believe that God did take ac- 
count of him. " You have had a Father — a 
Mother! You did not go to school to know 
who cared for you, or to learn to love your 
Mother?" 

" Ah, sir ! — you have me there V^ said Lang- 
stan, and his voice softened. " I sometimes 
forget I was ever young — or had a Mother — and 
I try not to remember that I once hoped to be 
something better/^ and to hide his face he bent 
over the faded little infant by \iia ^\Ska, 
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'' How did you hope to be ' something 

better ?^^' inquired the Evangelist, kindly. 
The man looked perplexed, and after a few 

minutes' silence, replied — 

''I don't know exactly; but I would have 
lived more respectably. Perhaps have sent the 
children to school.^' 

"You think you could make yourself ac- 
ceptable to God V 

'^Anj how, more so than I am,'' said Lang- 
stan gloomily. 

" Do you think a rebel who had slain the 
heir of the Throne of England would be re- 
ceived by the Queen on such conditions?'' 

"No, surely." 

" Yet that is but a poor illustration of what 
you propose. Do you know you are living 
under the wrath of God; and have you never 
heard of the portion of unbelievers ?" 

"I don't feel quite sure. I have been led 
to think God is too merciful to destroy a man 
for his belief." 

" For his ttwbelief, you mean. But God is per- 
fect. He is j ust, as well as merciful ; how then ?" 

^^Then, if that shmld be true, and there be 
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a Hell/' and tlie man looked down on the up- 
lifted face of his child^ who gazed steadfastly on 
her father's troubled countenance^ ^' there is 
no hope for such as we/' 

*' Yes ! there is a hope even for you. You 
think there may be a place called Heaven?'* 

'^Ido!'' said the man emphatically. "1 
have got a Mother there;" and a tear rolled 
down the rough cheek. 

'^ You have something better than a Mother. 
Yen have a Friend who loves sinners, who longs 
to see them go to Him just as they are.'' 

"Oh, Sir! the poor have a bad chance. 
They have to toil day by day ;, there's no time 
for these things, and there's nothing for them 
in life but sorrow and care." 

" The Friend of the poor man does not say 
so. He says, 'How hardly shall they that have 
riches enter into the kingdom;' while He re- 
peats, ' Blessed are ye poor,' and again, ' The 
poor have the Gospel preached to them,* and 
that is Everlasting riches." 

" 1 never heard the like before ! " 

" Because you have never cared to seek the 
Testament where the legacy "v^^ia ^^^ tec^* 
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You have never regarded the letter of loving 
invitation that was sent you/^ 

"Well, to say truth, I never did. My 
mother, when I was little, would have led me 
right, but I was averse to her ways; and time 
went on, and I joined company with those who 
brought me shame. . . . And so here I am. 
Many a day I sunk under my work, and wished 
myself dead, but for the children. I never 
thought what my last end might be.'' 

" If some kind strong man had helped you 
by bearing your burden for you, and given you 
his arm to lean on, and cheered you with kind 
M'ords, what should you have said ?" 

"That there wasn't many like him in 
London." 

" And if, in addition to this, he had told you 
that, though he humbled himself to carry your 
burden, he was a powerful prince, who desired 
to make you a wealthy and happy man, but 
that you must not have your riches yet, as you 
would not know how to use them, but that they 
should be yours, if you could believe his word ; 
moreover, that he had paid all your debts that 
you might go free; that he was always ready to 
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assist you; and in all your trouble you might go 
to him, what should you say, then V* 

'^ That he was the best Friend I ever had. 
But I don't think such a one would do every- 
thing for nothing/' 

'^ Ah ! but this Friend does not sell His kind- 
ness ; He does not say, * Do so much for Me, 
and I will help you.' He says, ^ Believe I have 
done for you what you could not do. Come to 
me, and I will receive you.' He does not say, 
' I will bear your burden, and you shall pay me 
part of your wages ;' but, ^ Come unto me, and I 
will give you rest.' Rest from the burden of 
your sins for which He paid the penalty, that 
you might live in the smile of His Heavenly 
Father, whose bosom He left for vou — ^rest from 
your cares and sorrows that He is ready still to 
bear. Though you have lived in forgetfulness 
of Him, He does not forget you." 

Langstan hid his face in his hands. 

'^ Sir, I haven't got a friend in the whole 
world, . . . and I deserve it !" 

" Yes ! you have. To-day a Friend bids you 
go to Him ; will you go ? He is come to seek 
you, the lost." 
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The pause was broken by the sobs of the man. 

" Now tell him about the glory-home/' sug- 
gested Lucy in a subdued voice, intimating con- 
fidentially with her elbow that she knew what 
would cheer him. 

Then Morton again (led by a little child) 
told the weary man of the hope that remains for 
the soul burthened with guilt — ^the unbroken 
Sabbath of love and peace — of a world that 
poverty and grief and sin can never invade — of 
a home where the inhabitants never say they are 
sick — of the glorious mansion prepared in the 
Father^s house. And he listened. A few verses 
from the Word of God — ^a few fervent words 
of prayer closed the visit. As Morton rose 
to leave, the child reminded him of the pro- 
mise to teach her to sing, and finding her 
father could read, her new friend soon put her 
in possession of a treasure; he pencilled the 
words of the sweet hymn so loved by the little 
ones, which he repeated and sang: — 

"Around tlie throne of God in heaven 
Thousands of children 9tand, 
Children whose sins are all forgiven, 
A holy happy hand, 

Siugmg gloty^ %loi7i glory ! 
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*' What brought them to that world above. 
That heaven so bright and fair, 
"Where all is peace, and joy, and love — 
How came the children there ? 

Singing glory, glory ! 

*' Because the Saviour shed His blood 
To wash away their sin ; 
iBathed in that pure and precious flood, 
Behold them white and clean. 

Singing glory, glory! 

*'0n earth they sought the Saviour's grace, 
On earth they loved His name ; 
And now they see His blessed face. 
And stand before the Lamb. 

Singing glory, glory!" 
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Sure^ it is the best of all ! '' said Lucy,, 
clapping her hands with delight, as with 
ready attention and no unskilful ear she fol- 
lowed the singer, dwelling especially on the 
''glory/' which was the first symbol of 
something fairer and brighter than life had 
ever held for her before. And the minister 
of God, walking in the way of the Man of 
Sorrows, looked on the countenance of the child, 
brightening into inteUigence, gathering up it 
might be the seed of Eternal Life ; thence he 
glanced to the softened face of the sick man, and 
felt that the ministration by meau^ Wy^ ^^^^ 
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would despise as foolishness^ or number 
amongst the weak things and the base^ had 
neither been fruitless, in his Master's service, 
nor unprofitable to his own soul. 

Nevertheless it was not at the second or third 
visit that Morton paid the Langstan family 
that he saw any hopeful progress in the sick 
man, and yet progress there was; but every 
effort to engage the attention of his wife proved 
unavailing. Often as her visitor crossed the 
threshold, she would hasten to escape, her 
flushed face and hurried gait telling the tale of 
wretchedness the husband would willingly have 
concealed. * 

But the children had learnt to watch for 
their new friend, carefully committing to 
memory the text he gave, the verse of the 
hymn he taught them; and Lucy loved to fol- 
low his suggestions for the comfort of their 
Father, with motherly care — -a touching feature 
in the character of the poor. 

The nature of the disease, and the fever 
which followed, would naturally keep some 
aloof, but the self-devotedness which charac-. 
terizes the dwellers in these haunts of penury 
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shines at such times brighter than elsewhere. 
They have nothing to give but their time and 
sympathy, but they bestow it cheerfully. 

One day, in leaving the house, Morton was 
struck by the appearance of a delicate-looking 
woman, who often watched over the dying in- 
fant. She seldom waited for the briefest salu- 
tation. One day, before the kind nurse could 
close the door, he inquired — 

'^ Are you a relation? I see you here so 
kindly helping the children.^' 

'' Oh, no!^* replied the woman simply, ^^they 
were strangers to me — I am only a neighbour. 
I have a family of my own. When you come in, 
I take the opportunity of looking after them. 
You see we poor folk must care for each other .^^ 

'^ And the Lord will care for you,^' added 
Morton. 

*^ Oh, I am sure, I hope He will, sir ; for I 
know we need it;'^ and so she passed on her 
way. A blessing followed her. 

" Only a neighbour ! ^^ The poor woman 
had not waited to ask, " Who is my neighbour ?" 
The nearest destitute one she could nurse and 
wash, in addition to her own family, and her 



126 FOLLOWING PULLY. 

daily occupation. This was her service; tliis 
was her neighbour. And thus it often is. The 
long day's toil closes, and another opens be- 
yond ; but the need of rest is disregarded for a 
night-watch kept by a sick-bed : an infant 
weaned, to give ease to an ailing mother; an- 
other noisy child added to a troublesome band 
of little ones, to relieve a sick family^ These, 
and such like, are the alms of the poor. Oh! 
who that has tasted of the love of Jesus that 
does not long to see them cast into the treasury 
that holds the widow's mite? And oftentimes 
they do. 

Evangelists were never intended to be drawn 
from any particular class. It is neither a theo- 
logical education on their part, on one hand^ or 
the homely speech of their own order, on the 
other, that the poor so much need. Visitations 
amongst them (ay, and amongst the rich, who 
call as loudly for pity) require infinitely more 
than learning or familiarity can do. 

If the purpose be to win souls for Christ, 
there must be a self-renunciation, a dose fel- 
lowship of the disciple with the Master, and a 
£rm reliance on His ptomiaed wisdom and 
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strength. It is the love of God shed abroad in 
the heart by the Holy Ghost that can aloneenable 
theMissionary to meet the discouragementof the 
way ; he will have to toil, and mark much that 
seemed like blossoms fade away ; he may see the 
promise of the buds blighted ; and many leaves 
willflourishin the time of fruit, and nothing more: 
But the earnest, prayerful, loving labour of a 
faithful servant is never laid on the altar in vain ; 
and when the sower has gone home to wait with 
his Lord, the little germ may be springing up to 
Everlasting Life. It may be his to look forth on 
the golden harvest-field, and behold countless 
sheaves, born of the solitary grain he had 
watered with many prayers and tears. 

There is a fashion of the world, and an imi- 
tation of every part of spiritual husbandry, 
evangelization amongst the rest. Many raise 
gods of works, as well as of crucifixes ; the re- 
sults are the same. But there are those who 
may be, we believe, sincere, who make but a 
few feeble efforts in the way. Attracted by the 
novelty of the pursuit, and disappointed in the 
excitement it promised, they feel unable to cope 
with the difficulties they encountei, ^lAm^^x^w 
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from a field of service, noiseless and unseen^ 
and precious in the sight of the Master, losing 
thereby a discipline of deep teaching, doubtless, 
and incalculable blessing for their own souls. 
Feeding the hungry and clothing the naked 
may pioneer the reception of opinions and doc- 
trine; but the secret of success is Love to God. 
With this there springs up in the heart of the 
Vineyard labourer a consciousness of the sacred 
mission entrusted to him. He recognizes him- 
self as a messenger of his heavenly Father, and 
realizes his freedom of access to that boundless 
treasury, of which he holds the key. And in 
this lies the strength of the weakest servant — 
the secret of the hidden ones of Christ. Such 
work, and watch, and pray, and pass away to 
their reward without the thanks of a committee, 
or the eulogy of the public journals, but who 
hereafter shall be found a bright band amid the 
jewels of the Crown. 

There are many lilies in the garden of the 
Lord. They are alike clothed by Him; but, 
though unlike each other, they bear a family 
resemblance. But there is only One faultless 
Model men may ever gaze on, and cannot err in 



A DAY^S MARCH. 129 

imitating. He is fairer than the children 
of men. He ^^ came to preach the Gospel to 
the poor ; to heal the broken-hearted ; to 
preach deliverance to the captives and recover- 
ing of sight to the blind ; to set at liberty them 
that are bruised ; to preach the acceptable year 
of the Lord/' Follow Him ! 

Visible results there are, and must; be, from 
organization and associations, but let nien be 
of one mind in the matter. How can two walk 
together unless they be agreed? Much has 
been done for the amelioration of the poorer 
classes. Order reigns in many a dwelling, and 
thrift in the household, and perhaps even the 
Scripturea introduced into the house ; but this 
is no more than the respectability of the pro- 
fessing Church, where one day in seven is 
cliurlishly set apart for the King of heaven, as 
if to propitiate the Deity ; while the remaining 
six days are eagerly devoted to the service of 
His enemies, and the worship of the prince of 
this world. 

" Go ye unto all the world, and preach the 
Gospel to every creature," was not written for 
any one rank or class, but to t\ie icJ^o^^t^ <2Jl 
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Him whose presence will '^ certainly'^ go with 
them; as with the disciples of old, "confirming 
the word with signs following.'' 

While we wonld not discourage those who 
give out of their abundance to the service of the 
Lord (and the silver and the gold are His)^ we 
would urge on them to cast into the heavenly 
treasury a gift far more precious in His sight 
than the gold of Ophir — even " their own- 
selves/' 

It has been well said, " Jesus Christ does 
not ask patronage, but fellowship */' and it is 
this fellowship, which is the Believer's privilege 
to enjoy, that unconsciously speaks most win- 
ningly of Him whose loveliness the disciples 
desire to set forth. Give Him, then, no divided 
heart ; oflFer no half service. Out of His ful- 
ness He proflfers the strength to follow Him 
ftOly. 



€^t %tull 



" And every one that bath forsaken houses, or brethren, 
or sisters, or father, or mother, or wife, or children, or hinds, 
for My name's sake, shall receiye an hundredfold| and shall 
inherit everlasting life." — ^Matt. zix. 29. 



" How blest to all Thy followers, Lord, the road 

By which l%ou lead'st them on ; yet oft how strange! 
But Thou in all dost seek our highest good ; 

For Truth were True no- longer, couldst Thou change. 
Though crooked seem the paths, yet are they straight 

By' which Thou draw'st Thy children up to Thee, 
And passing wonders by the way they see, 

And Jeam at last to own Thee wise and great." 
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OuB spiritual life is not reckoned by time ; it 
is often fulfilled in a few months^ nay days. 
Some plants require the rude storms of winter 
and fierce tempest to beat upon their branches^ 
and shake their very roots, to secure their future 
strength; for others the dew of heaven and 
the soft beam of morning suffice to quicken into 
life and loveliness. Some storm-beaten bud, 
trodden under the rude hoof, bruised and ready 
to perish, may need but a gentle hand, a shower 
and a ray of light, for it to revive and live a day, 
but in the day its life is accomplished. There 
are others that blossom in gorgeous beauty in 
the night season; and the brief lesson is read in 
the drooping leaves and the ethereal fragrance 
it has shed around. It spread out its beauty 
in lavish love to One ; He had guarded its 
folded leaves. He had marked its promise ^ "SLa 
had nouriabed it and transplantedi \\. \,o'^^^'«^ 
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again among the eyerlasting lilies of His^ 
garden. 

But the dew and the golden beam of heaven 
and the breath of the morning cannot call life 
into the painted flower^ or nourish the mimic 
tree. Time that leaves one fairer shows the de- 
formity of the false^ and crumbles it to the dust. 

Tribulation is the crucible by which the 
gold is tried; day by day Emanuel Morton 
found a host of spiritual enemies. A mighty 
army had to be fought within, and often dis- 
couragement and defeat without; but the fervid 
heat of noon and the wild storm of winter only 
left him stronger in One who delights to honour 
the faith that casts itself childlike on the pro- 
mise of His word. He walked, oftentimes the 
living amongst the dead, in a far wider field of 
service than the heathen land where he had once 
80 ardently desired to plant the Gospel standard. 
Nor were the trials less, while his influence was 
more extensive. He did not think of himself; 
his aim was the exaltation of Him he served^ and 
in conscious weakness he was strong to labour. 

At the close of the Autumn, 18 — , the 
cholera, in London, whida. \ia.flL A^'&oUted many 
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a street, had passed its culminating point. 
Nurses and physicians were alike mown down 
with those to whom they ministered. Tlie 
''black flag^* floated on the path the spectre 
stalked, erecting in almost every dismal street 
the ensign of mortality. Perhaps only those 
who have lived amid such scenes of woe, when 
pestilence besieges a great city, can form an idea 
of its mournful presence. The interests of life 
seem to stagnate, and the very affections warp 
and deaden. As night draws on, the solitude is 
broken by the hurried tread of the nurses, pass- 
ing to and fro on their watch, or some solitary 
ones of the decimated host proceeding silently 
along the stUl street to the outlet to the greater 
thoroughfare for the purchase of necessary food. 
Or, more startling still, the tramp of men at 
eventide, carrying forth their heavy burdens that 
another sun must not rise on uncovered by their 
native dust; and all this surrounded by the moist, 
warm atmosphere that seems not only to oppress 
the body, but deaden every energy of the mind. 
Among the most zealous ministers of com- 
fort and bearers of glad tidings, on the track of 
the angel of death, was one ia\\JD&3\. %^Ts^>xii!^ ^^ 
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. Christ, who might be seen leaving thj5 half de- 
populated neighbourhood of Soho, when the 
dawn was breaking upon the luxurious homes 
and healthful residants in the West End squares. 

It was Emanuel Morton. With patient 
tenderness had he watched by unthankful 
suflTerers; content to wait the opportunity of 
bringing the waters of salvation to thirsting 
lips at last, or comforting the bereaved. 

The science he had once studied in the 
meadows and hill-side at Eversleigh now often 
assisted him here, in place of it aiding his la* 
hours as a missionary to the heathen lands, 
which he had once ardently desired, and for 
which he had endeavoured to prepare him- 
self. The thoughts of the Lord are not our 
thoughts. Yet no plan which has had His 
glory for its aim shall perish. 

Emanuel Morton met with enough to cheer 
and recompense him for even thrice the amount 
of care. Now some tried Christian would hail 
him as brother, and they enjoyed a communion 
of spirit, joyful and inspiriting, that lent each 
new energy for their separate tasks. Again^ 
sweeter stilly some long sojoxxiTiet m t\ve dark- 
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ness and shadow of deaths would awaken and 
press on to the land of the livings and the glorious 
iightof day, ere the invitation had for ever passed 
by them ; and some there were for whom he was 
<;all6d on to trust that the unfolding of all 
hearts might find them bom again, and of the 
Spirit, and in the ranks of heaven. 

Weeks passed by, and the pale cheek of 
the Evangelist became paler, the strong step 
lost its vigour, but the mind remained unim- 
paired, the soul's energy brightening as it 
neared the goal. 

It is well said, the lamp of the Lord should 
be consumed in giving light in the Temple. 
Morton had done much in the sanitary im- 
provements of the dwellings, and kept so concise 
and clear a chronicle of the disease, that not 
/even the medical men themselves detected how 
fast life was waning in their able coadjutor; 
nay, he himself was unobservant of its progress 
4intil prostrated and unable to attend to the 
duties before him. Then he began to read the 
Master's message, and behold in it the hand 
which had guided and directed his path, now 
Reckoning- him through tlie c\oudL-xQcvs?^ ^*v^ 
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earthy from the battle-field to the plains of 
peace and glory. 

Shall we say that when first the prospect 
dawned on him, there blended no struggles — 
no regret — at leaving work daily more endeared 
to him? Oh yes! love to souls had become 
almost a principle of life to him. There are 
hopes and ties that cling around such loving 
hearts, which become divested of self, when 
the love of the Spirit reigns in it. It is part 
of the progressive life within, that it must 
have its daily conflict, not the less severe that 
the soul aims at higher attainments, followed by 
a deeper humiliation at its shortcoming, needful 
discipline to keep him at the Master^s feet. The 
Cross must* still be carried, though the burden 
of sin be laid down for it. The way is hourly 
shortening; heaven is nearer; the union with 
Christ closer ; the manifestation of the Holy 
Spirit fuller ; life eternal more realized. And is it 
not worth this, to bear the Cross for a few short 
years, and take it up daily, and follow Him 
who has ordained each step of our pilgrimage ? 

The twilight was falling over a gloomy street 
leading out of one of ttxe gte^t^kotoM^hfares of 
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London^ in October ; a season recalled by 

many sorrowful hearts. 

Emanuel Morton lay on the sofa of one of 
those desolate-looking lodging-houses^ that seem 
to remind the occupants who are compelled 
to sojourn there, of the contrast it presents to 
home associations, and familiar comforts^ which 
too often are received thanklessly because 
among daily blessings, and which, in hours of 
feebleness and sickness, become more valued. 

The residence was close to the scene of his 
labour : it was all the Evangelist sought. 

His Mend, Arthur Carrington, sat beside 
him, and read at intervals from the note-book 
in his hand of those cases which, from having 
been imder their joint care, had a peculiar in- 
terest to the invalid. 

"The Langstans? what of them, Arthur?" 
inquired Morton, as the note-book was closed, 
and he marked how keenly the eyes that had 
been bent on it, were now scanning his own 
face. 

'' Much ; but I did not intend speaking of 
ihem this evening. Poor Langstan died this 
mormog. His Jast intelligible ^oxSi^ecirttc^tv^^^^ 
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message to you^ and a poor man's dying bless- 
ing. . . . He bade me tell you that the Friend 
of sinners was his Friend to the last, and was 
walking with Him through the valley, and it 
had no shadow. The widow and children had 
been a heavy burden on his mind, but he was 
able to cast them on the promises, as he had 
cast himself. He hoped — he kuew you would 
not forget them when able to get about again, 
and blessing you, he died — such blessings as 
come &om dying lips, and fall on one like the 
dew of Heaven ! " 

There was a pause. 

" How marvellous are Thy works ! *' ejacu- 
lated Morton, as he lay with closed eyes for 
awhile on the pillow, ''Truly, the Lord is 
gracious to let me see this day. And the 
widow? — ^the children ?'' 

''The two elder are, I hope, recovering; 
the youngest is lost through the mother's in- 
temperance. She is never at home, and shuns 
it more than before Langston's death ; and, but 
for the eldest girl, I hardly know how we 
should have fared, for sickness has laid low 
many a good neighbonr. ^ou "^oviiftL \vaNQ felt 
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you had not laboured in vain if you could have 
seen no further than that miserable attic. I 
have often found the two younger children 
sitting by the bedside of the poor father, sing- 
ing softly the hymns yOu taught them, re- 
peating the texts, and in their childish way 
ministering to the dying man. Nothing 
pressed on him like his wife's sin; and many a 
prayer went up for her. Nothing gladdened 
him like speaking of Christ and heaven; and 
he bade me give you his parting word, and tell 
you his last thoughts were to you, and he loved 
to think he should thank you in a place where 
you led him. But that is not all. Do you re- 
member the lone lodging-house that first night 
we went out?^' 

"I do, well,^* answered Morton; "what 
ofit?^' 

"And the forlorn one who joined the hymn 
at the curtained window ?^' 

" Remember, Arthur ! I shall never forget 

■ 

it. How its sound cheered me when my heart 
was fainting within me. I never passed the 
place without lifting up a prayer for that sor- 
row-stricken woman, for balm. to\iei^o\yt^ft^S»L\.^ 
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the wounded soul, if the arrow had sped from 
the tender hand of Him who woundeth but to 
heal. I have preached in the same spot since. 
I never heard the voice again." 

"You will not miss it before the Throne, 
Through you was conveyed the last ministration 
-of the Word, and it accomplished that for which 
it was sent. A tender and compassionate lady 
took her from the den of misery, and two days 
afterwards she passed away, washing the feet 
of her Lord with tears, accepting instant sal- 
vation, mourning she had crucified Him who so 
loved her, hailing His holiness for her impurity 
and the exchange of her sins, for His perfect 
righteousness. She died in the arms of one, re- 
deemed by the same sacrifice, and washed in 
the like precious blood; who thought herself 
honoured, not defiled, in eating of the same 
bread, and drinking of the same cup, that made 
her and a fallen sister, children of the same 
glorious inheritance.^* 

^' The blessing of the Lord go with her from 

henceforth,*' said Morton in a broken voice. 

" And these are the women who shall teach us 

the way we have misled, Axtkoi, Is not this 
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a commentary on. that powerful text, " As ye 
go, preach?'' (You may build edifices, and 
load form on formalism, ritual on doctrine, 
they will never do what this simple-hearted, 
loving, devoted child of God has done in 
plucking a sorrowful one from destruction. 
One can hardly define which will sing loudest 
in the heavenly choir. The rejoicing soul 
that carried the scorned and forsaken one in her 
arms there, or she who, by the breath of the 
Spirit, woke into life, and found herself an heir 
of glory. Truly I may say, ^ The Master has 
kept the best wine for the last.' " 

"When you most needed it, my friend," 
said Arthur ; *' you did not require the stimu- 
lant with your work. Now it will cheer your 
waiting heart. How much we miss you, I can^ 
not tell you, or how often I find myself leaning 
on you. Even here you seem to have been 
used to keep life in me, when I sank faith- 
lessly. But many a day it cheers me on, to 
remember you lie there praying for me. I 
long to have you by my side again." 

Morton advanced his wrist to his friend and 
physician with a glance that saiA. \0\3AKt ^^a:w 
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words, ''When will that be? when may I" 
return?" 

Arthur pressed, the wasted hand within both 
his own, and for the first time evaded the ear- 
nest scrutiny with which he felt his patient 
regarded him. 

'* Not yet/^ he at length replied. " We 

must, I see, remove you to purer air. When 

you can travel we will have good nursing for 

you, you shall return with me, before winter, 

to Devonshire.'' 

''And after that?'' inquired Morton, ear- 
nestly. 

"We must not leave any means untried 

for your recovery. There is a greater exhaus- 
tion in the system than I expected." 

" Has it never occurred to you, Arthur, that 
it may not be the Lord's will that I should 
recover?" 

There was no answer. The hands that 
continued to hold the wasted fingers trembled, 
the friends understood each other, 

" My lips were used to convey to you the 
message of deliverance from the chains of 
captivity that held you prisoner — for death. 
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And you, Arthur, are the messenger to pro- 
nounce my liberation to a fuller freedom. A 
little while — only a little while. .... 

" An hour since I thought it would be sweet 
to labour longer to spread the glory of Him 
who has so loved me! The burden and the 
heat of the day is over. It is better as it is. 
Every line of my life is so overlaid with love 
and mercy, there is scarce room to see the sha- 
dows. Oh ! the wisdom of every dispensation ! 
His strength — ^the strength of the living Lord 
of Glory made perfect in the weakness of such 
a feeble worm! He has allowed me to see 
His faithfulness in withdrawing me from my 
own plans. The Father has always better things 
in store for His children than anything they can 
devise. My way once seemed a pleasant way ; 
but God's way was the best. Earthly home 
and affection once looked bright, oh, how fair 
Me alone knows ; but He had something fairer 
for me. It is a narrow way, Arthur, and he 
who treads it must walk closely with the abiding 
Friend if he would follow Him and do His will. 
Only eternity is long enough to leat\i\3cia\^'eaKs«L 
of a life. Ob, press on, dear iTieTidL,\^\. x^a'Ottvsv?, 
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make you falter. There is no obstacle that. 
Satan or the flesh can throw in your path, that 
the hand of the beloved Master is not ready 
to remove or give you strength to overcome. 
Press on ! . , . 

*' How long may it be before I see Him in 
that land, ^very far ofiF^' yet so near to me?*' 

*^ It is uncertain.^' 

"Is there any prospect that it will be ik 
lengthened time — • . . • % that I may return, 
even for a few days, to this work so precious to 
me ?" 

"None." 

" It is well ! Suffering His will is still 
obeying, and waiting is also serving. 

*^ There remain but few things to be done ; 
you know my earthly affairs lie in a small com- 
pass, and in my Father^s hand. But you re- 
member I have told you, if this time should 
come, that I made a — ^promise .*' 

Arthur comprehended much that this im- 
plied. He placed writing materials before his 
friend, and silently withdrew ; it was no time 
tor words — the hearts of both were surcharged 
with more than was mteufii^SL foe ^^x^OtSc^ ^^ss* 
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And now Emanuel Morton turned to one 
task still left him; and true to the word 
given to his betrothed, he prepared to com- 
municate to her the probability that they were 
about to learn more of their heavenly Father's 
love by new calls on her fortitude, and his 
xesignation. The same watchful tenderness is 
over him ; he turns to the same loving Arm on 
which to lean, that had preserved him in the 
day of temptation, and strengthened him in 
the hour of weakness — it sustains him now. 

The hand that penned the lines that were 
to call Agnes to his side, trembled not, as on 
that momentous midnight at Eversleigh. Since 
then the Evangelist had learned more of the 
love of the Beloved to His followers, more of 
the watchful care of the Elder Brother to the 
weak ones who lean on Him, as they come up 
from the wilderness. The Soldier of the cross 
had drawn closer to the side of Him who once 
travelled with the sorrowful disciples from Em- 
jnaus, and was constrained to tarry with them 
-^— and he had not journeyed with that gracious 
Teacher in vain. He had tasted of the bvt^^^- 
ness of life's cup, sharper tWii ^xi'^ ^^x'cc^^'^ 
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pangs now; he had walked with death in its 
direst form, and he shuddered not to feel the 
hand of the angel gently locking itself within 
his own, to lead him home : it was no time for 
weakness. 

Death to the righteous is not terrible ; it is 
but the summons, ''Arise up quickly/* The 
light shineth in the dungeon, the heavy fetters 
are broken with a touch, the prison garments 
are east aside, and he goes forth to behold Him 
whom, not having seen, he loves, and wait with 
Him for that glad Easter, when the voice of 
the Archangel shall sound the r6veille, and cor- 
ruption shall put on incorruption. 

Few days had passed since the friends had 
together looked on the fast shortening path 
before them, which should, for a brief period 
at least, separate them. Every word of counsel 
^ or affectionate confidence of the spiritual life 
and conflict of the dying missionary, became 
inexpressibly valuable to Arthur Carrington, 
and gave a solemnity to each parting injunc- 
tion. It was sweet, when the day's toils were 
over, to hasten to his side, secure of findings 
with a fuller and da\\y raoxe ew^^^^i ^orai- 
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mmnion^ the sympathy and affection, which 
enoouraged him in the way. 

The evening has closed in with a heavy fog, 
and the distant lamps gleam luridly through 
•the deepening twilight. It has been a day of 
alternate suffering and exhaustion to the sick 
man— he turns wearily on his pillow. 

The hour has struck long since which has 
hitherto brought his friend to his side; the 
fire bums dimly on the hearth, and the 
shadows creep onward, wrapping the little 
chamber in gloom. He misses the kindly 
hand from which he has been accustomed 
to receive so many tender oflSces of love, that 
each one seems peculiarly needed this day* 

The noise of the wheels, as they hurry by, 
distress the harrassed ear which is strained to 
listen for one well-known step, whose strong 
ring upon the pavement he has learned to dis- 
tinguish before it reaches the door. He has 
recognized it at last. His breath comes fast, for 
BOW there is another foot upon the stairs beside 
it> so light that none but the listener could 
have detected it, and the door is gently Q^oened* 

The silence of the next fe\^ xcLCixii^^^^ ^^^ 
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broken only by sobs ^- a woman's — and low 
words, soft and gentle as a woman^s, encourag- 
ing and comforting alternately* The pale, sweet 
face of Agnes Jordan is bidden on the heart 
which is fast beating its last faint death-march* 

It was the betrothed wife of Emanuel Mor^ 
ton, whose love he had accepted as one of God'? 
good gifts, with whom he had once cherished 
the idea of walking in hallowed friendship, hand 
in hand, to that goal he had now reached; but 
no matter — it was reached* 

Arthur Carrington has withdrawn to the 
extremity of the room, with a settled sorrow 
on his care-worn face, and, with his forebead 
pressed against the window-pane, watches the 
passengers as they pass into the gloomy dis- 
tance, with the desire, which sometimes seizes 
us in the time of trial, to know if they have 
ever felt these throes of partings, and these 
human shrinkings which belong to the children 
of dust, and of which we sometimes think we 
have the largest share. The heart knoweth it$ 
own bitterness, but cannot judge its brother's^ 

" Ob, had we not a Friend in lieaven, 
Who on the earth, hia lot co>3\^\setts V 
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However mueli each of these friends had ac- 
customed themselves to contemplate this possi^ 
ble termination of Morton's work, yet they still 

found much to learn in subjection; but it i» 

« 

the glorious privilege of the believer to realize 
that home where the spoiler entereth not, 
and where the presence of Him they have loved 
to follow, here seen [dimly, shall be revealed in 
its full glory. 

For awhile the uplifted hand of the destroyer 
seemed arrested, as if the faithful disciple should 
be allowed to taste of that personal communion 
he looked forward to enjoy in his Father's 
house, and Agnes gather new strength for the 
rest of her pilgrimage. But this was not to 
continue long ; the march and the watchword 
was still " forward.'' 

To-day the shadow of the AngeFs wing 
seems already falling on the face of the Evan- 
gelist. He calls Agnes to his side, while he 
directs her to take from his desk a packet, 
which contains the little ornament and the 
well-worn letter which had conjured up 
visions of earthly happiness at the Vicarage. 
He draws the chain of \iait .a\et \ist \i!Qr«^^ 
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head^ and the diamond cross rests upon her 
bosom. 

*' I once thought^ Agnes^ to give it to mj 
wife. It is only precious^ as with it came my 
mother's legacy — ' If any man will come after 
Me, let him deny himself y and take up his cross^ 
daily and follow Me* These words^ often re- 

• 

peated to me in boyhood, were the last on her 
dying lips, mingled with thanksgiving to the 
widow's God. Long years they slumbered, as 
though dead; but the Lord remembered the 
prayers of the servant that trusted Him, and did 
not forget the widow's son. The ornament-— 
you will best love to use it to gladden other 
hearts; let it be so later — suffer it to rest to- 
day where I have placed it. And now I would 
turn to those I leave, the poor Lan^tan family,, 
of whom I have told you. The father, under 
God's mercy, was called and chosen. The 
thought of his wife, her animosity to the truth, 
and the uncertain state of the sick children, 
hangs heavily on my heart. God's will be done I 
He can — He will, use other instruments." 

^' Let this be your legacy to me,'^ said 
Agnea brokenly^ 
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The Iiand of the dying man rested pn the 
bowed head^ silently. Who shall tell what that 
long, deep silence comprehended, what strong 
cry ascended through the golden harps and songs 
of joy around the throne. He who pleads feels 
it ^ placed in the hands of the Great Advocate, 
-—he knows it is granted. A new joy fills his 
soul. 

" I tinll leave it to you, my Agnes ; I do. 
If your heart fail you, as sometimes it will, 
fear not ; look up for renewed strength. There 
is One, even Jesiis, to whom all power belongs, 
who can bless the least word spoken to His 
glory, and who chooses the weak things of this^ 
world to confound the strong.'* 

There seemed something almost prophetic 
in the words, as they fell slow and solemnly 
from dying lips. Agnes took them as such, 
and prayed ^ for a double portion of the Spirit." 

The tears dried on the face of the orphan girl, 
her clasped hands trembled not,' her voice was 
no longer broken, but burst forth tremulous 
and sweet as the bird's song at the opening day.^ 

How precious, at such seasons, are the pro- 
mises of the Father, proved aufli \x\xa\ \«ar« 
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sweet the fellowship in faith^ soon to change 
for sight, and how helpful to those still left on 
the battle-field, to hear the song of victory of 
the loved ones, as they pass through the door 
opened in heaven* The dream of earth was 
over, the reality of heaven became hourly more 
palpable ; there was no regret for wishes unful- 
filled, all was lost in praise — the atmosphere 
of the Better Land^ The three Mends shared 
its deep and holy calm. 

For the labourer no more labour^ for the 
soldier no more battle, for the mourner no 
more tears. 

Another sun had set^ and the Angel of 
Death holds th^ Soldier of the Cross in his 
stern grasp. He has been compelled to linger 
until the work committed to the Lord^s servant 
is completed. And now the set time is ac- 
complished. Sehold him, from whose dread 
presence the ungodly shrink with terror, and 
whose power the most hardened dare not des- 
pise, and cannot escape. But not alone he 
comes ! The Angel of the Covenant makes 
bright the dark valley^ and Emanuel Morton 
baa ^'Jeft all and followed Him/^ 



3inme %ut^A 



" Then were the disciples glad when they saw the Lord.*' 
- JoHir XX. 20. , 



'< A LITTLE flock ! So calls He thee, 
Who bought thee with his blood ; 
A little flock, disowned of men, 
But owned and loved of G-od. 
Not many rich or noble called, 

Not many great or wise. 
They whom G-od makes his kings and priests^ 

Are poor in human eyes. 
***** 

But the chief Shepherd comes at length ; 

Her feeble days are o'er — 
No more a handful on the earth, 

A "little** flock no more. 
Unfading palms they bear aloflb, 

Unfalt'ring songs they sing. 
Unending festival they keep 

In presence of their King.* 



f> 
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In tlie haunts of tlie sick and destitute^ where 
the Evangelist had been well known and wel- 
comed in his daily ministration^ was now to be 
seen a minister of Ood in woman's form, 
earnest, self-denying, and undaunted. Strong 
in the consciousness of the protection granted 
to all who put their trust in Him who sends the 
Angel of His presence before them who are set 
forth on their journey to their home in Zion, 

Meekly Agnes bent beneath her sorrow, 
bravely she arose with her burden. No sickly 
complaining unfitted her for her self-imposed 
duty; no sentimental craving for sympathy 
caused her to waste the hours allotted to her 
labour* Her pulse often throbbed wearily, and 
her step lagged heavily through bodily weak- 
ness, but she never halted ; with her heart in 
the pathway her Master had chosen for hex, 
she never wished it otherwise* '^e^^x?Csi^^»R»> 
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there were days when her faith faltered — when 
the cold reception, the coarse rejection, the 
mocking sneer, proclaimed in very truth it was 
the cross of the despised Nazarene that she 
bore. But she stilled the murmur that arose in 
her heart against those who spurned her Master, 
for whom she was jealous. She remembered 
His cry, " Father, forgive them ;*' she knew He 
who bled for the sins of His persecutors, now 
looked on her in the refulgence of the Father's 
glory, still interceding, " Father, forgive,^' able 
and willing to change the stony hearts arrayed 
against Him, however fierce their rage, and to 
support the feeblest of His children who cried 
to Him for strength and light to follow Him. 

At the close of each day she put aside the 
time-worn legacy, and gathered courage as she 
lingered on the familiar words, so full of solemn 
meaning to her heart — " If any man will, come 
after Me, let him deny himself and take up his 
cross daily, and follow MeP She prayed that 
strength might be given her for her need. And 
the Lord heard the weak woman's prayer. 

The pestilence had long abated, but the 
fevex still lingered, leaulting, as it often does, 
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in partial convalescence, unassisted by necessary 
nourishment and freedom from toil. 

In the Langstan family (Morton's last 
earthly care) it seemed to have left its fearful 
seed of disease. One child after another drooped 
and died, but so slowly, that Agnes had still 
hope the widow might at last read the warning 
written on each new visitation. But no ! — 
hitherto the mother's heart remained untouched, 
and deaf to the voice of the Spirit pleading again 
and again to her soul, as each little coffin passed 
from that narrow alley to the crowded church- 
yard. 

Children's voices and street cries were once 
more heard in the dark court, and the gloomy 
old houses resumed the discordant echoes which 
they seemed to hold peculiar to themselves. 

Agnes enters one of the least habitable- 
looking parts of the building that is divided 
into several dwellings, and gropes her way up 
a narrow staircase, which, though dark, has 
become an accustomed ascent to her. She 
passes the threshold of the widow Langstan's 
home — and what a word to apply to so mourn- 
ful an evidence of inward misery a% \t ^x^'afc^^- 
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'The little furnitare was gone — the broken win- 
dow, partly supplied with the tattered curtain — 
half-finished washing of the day before scat- 
tered around — ^and the evidence of the last meal 
.^till upon the table. 

Through the partly opened casement broke 
the sounds of loud merriment of passing idlers 
in the court below. A few straggling gera- 
niums strove, with their sickly shoots, to rise 
above the shadow which the overhanging build- 
ings cast upon their pale leaves, the only ves- 
tiges of that beautiful earth, that otherwise 
45eemed shut out from this dismal abode. 

Two miserable beds divide the chamber. 
Only one is occupied — the light falls upon it. 
A child of nine or ten years of age raises her 
head to greet her visitor, and again lets it fall 
on the pillow. The long, thin arms lie tossing 
on the coverlid, as if seeking for rest or cool- 
ness which they found not. 

Agnes has uncovered her basket, and takes 
thence nourishing food for the sick girl. She 
spreads fresh, cool linen beneath the weary 
little head, and gently and noiselessly arranges 
the disorder around Tier, 
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The child heeds not the refreshment those 
gentle hands have spread, looks not on the 
delicate food— her eyes are fixed on Agnes^s 
face, as if she would imprint each feature in 
memory. 

*'I shall know you thersy' at last slowly 
articulated Lucy Langston. "I shall lie at 
Jesus's feet and watch when you come to our 
glory-home ! and oh, that mother would go too. 
Tell her all about it, all the Son of God bore 
for us on the cross. When father lay dying 
there, in that bed, he said, ' Children, don^t 
stop at knowing Jesus — love Him, follow Him.' 
I am but a child — I cannot do anything for 
Him. Little children can only love the 
Saviour.*' 

*' Yes, you can serve the Lord Jesus, evep 
you, little Lucy,'' replied Agnes. '* When you 
are kind and gentle, though your mother replies 
rouojhly; when you love to speak of Him to 
the neighbours, and tell of His goodness to 
you, and strive to win others to follow Him j 
when you love His Word, and pray to Him, 
and praise Him, and go to Him with all your 
wants, you glorify Him. The &Ke^^ e,^Ti\i\iJ^\Ow. 
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low the shepherd ; but the lamb can do this 
too." 

"I wish they could always do that; but 
oh. Miss Agnes, they forget — ^they forget V* 

*' Pear not, little Lucy.* I have often watched 
the shepherd on the hills, and the weakest 
lamb I saw was the best teuded. I remem- 
ber a sickly one that had lost its mother. I 
•thought it must die ; for how could the shep- 
herd watch that one more than the rest? But 
his eye was on all. I soon saw how well the 
lamb was protected. True, it had no mother 
to lead it — the shepherd carried it in his arms; 
no mother to feed it, or keep it warm — he fed 
the little feeble thing with his own hand, and 
sheltered it under his own warm plaid, and it 
throve, and grew up, and followed the shepherd, 
and loved him, I think, better than any sheep 
in the flock. And so the Good Shepherd 
cares for His little lambs. He maketh them 
' to lie down in green pastures, and leadeth 
them beside the still waters.' '' 

*' Then why are we so often sorrowful ?*' 

" It is sinful unbelief that makes our sorrow, 
and we do not remember the blood washes away 
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our guilty stains; and when we do not keep 
close to the Shepherd's side^ we do not hear His 
loving voice, so we wander far from Him, and 
are torn by thorns and briars, and get terrified 
by the Wolf. But all this wiU soon end, we 
shall wander no more— the white robe and the 
song of praise waits the youngest child of tribu- 
lation. The cross-bearer shall be .the palm- 
bearer there, Lucy This Jesus has promised 
to the least child who loves Him.'' 

"And shall I indeed wear the white robe; 
a little child who never did anything for 
Jesus ?'* 

" Yes, Lucy ; for He has done all for you." 

"And you, Miss Agnes?" inquired the 
child. " You are not poor, and sick, and weak 
— would you like to go to this beautiful glory- 
home? would you not rather wait and tell 
others of Jesus ?'' 

The heart of Agnes beat quickly, and a flush 
of delight passed over her brow. '^ To see Him 
face to face, who has so loved us, to wound no 
more the loving bosom on which I lean, to 
serve Him in peace and joy, free of sin, to 
behold His glory ! Oh, Lucy, thet^ «t^ i^-^ 
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days I do not long to be with Jesus ; but it is 
better to obey than to enjoy/* 

The child gazed on the upraised countenance 
with sympathy^ not unmixed with awe, and 
stretching forth her feeble hand until it rested 
on that of Agnes's, she said, "I am but a 
Iamb, but I long to go to our glory-home too. 
When you do not come, the days seem long 
and lonely; but I think, then, more of Him, 
and then they grow brighter and brighter. 
If Jesus calls me, why should I be afraid to 
die? He would not call me if I could not go/' 
"And you would not care to go if He did 
not, little Lucy V 

" How did He call me, do you think V* 
*' Perhaps the Lord may have invited you 
very often. There are some who are not chosen 
because, though they are often called, they 
never heed the call: it is heard in a sorrow, 
mostly through the Word of God, in a sick- 
ness or by a sermon, and by blessings.*' 

'^ Mine was by a blessing, was it not ?** said 
the child, after a few minutes' reflection. 
*' Don't you know when dear Mr, Morton 
sang outside the court, and I went out with 
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baby .... and .... ah, you remember it all* 
I shall never tell you about it again, never any 
more .... But he said I should sing some day 
a better song than that^ and I've longed ever 
since to begin it. I had never heard a song 
about Jesus before, though father had many. 
Please say over again the song that I shall 
sing. ^ Worthy the Lamb.' '' 

And again Agnes repeated the lines she 
desired, and led her to dwell on the love of Him 
who had so loved the world, that He came down 
to earth to redeem sinners with His blood. 

"And I love Him dearlv for it,'' said the 
child fervently. " To think of His seeking poor 
children, and I such a sinner." 

'* Yes ! but you have such a Saviour, Lucy, 
Soon that suffering head shall wear a crown of 
glory \" said Agnes, pressing her hand tenderly 
upon the throbbing temples of the little suf- 
ferer. 

*'No ! no ! Miss Agnes ! No crown — only 
a harp — a harp to praise Him." 

Occasionally a neighbour would lend assist- 
.ance to Agnes in her care for the sick child, 
whose patient thankfuLne&a ti^otl towlOki ^^ *^^ 
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love. The mother was seldom seen; with 
something of the anger which mixes with re- 
morse^ an unnatural fierceness seemed to have 
been created both towards Agnes and the child. 
She shunned the room^ or passed the time 
there in sullen silence. Tenderness or reproof 
seemed alike unavailing to awaken her to her 
position^ and the very desire of Lucy, that 
she should show kindness to their visitor, only 
seemed to aggravate her more. 

'' I am going to my glory-home, mammy 
dear, the angels are waiting for me," said Lucy, 
as the widow, scarcely sober, entered from a 
neighbour's, where she had passed most of the 
day. *' I am going to my glory-home, where I 
shall live with the holy Jesus, who died for me 
upon the cross. I can see little Jamie waiting 
for me, and father, and Elsie, and baby Madgie," 
continued the child, gazing in calm satisfaction 
on the dull casement, through which broke the 
last rays of wintry sunlight, cheering even that 
dark chamber, and imparting all it could of 
earth*beauty to a face on which the glory of the 
Infinite was spreading its radiant veil, and 
through which the young ^i^mtNvoxM^Qon enter* 
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"The shilling ones are waiting, and I 
can't stay. Oh! mother — believe that Jesus 
died on the cross for you. Won't you love 
Him ? That cruel cross ! He bore it all for 
us — He died — He rose again — and now He 
calls us to go to Him. Don't cry, mother dear. 
He loves you; He is not angry with you. He 
only wants you to love Him, Come to us in 
glory, oh, come to Jesus!*' And she smiled 
beseechingly. 

The widow Langstan lay at the foot of the 
bed, and groaned bitterly. 

The child made an effort to raise herself, 
and throwing her wasted arms round Agnes as 
she bent over her, clung round her neck for a 
moment, and her head sank back on the pillow. 

^' Sing me the hymn we sung — that one Mr. 
Morton taught us, that I, and Jamie, and Elsie 
sang together to father," said Lucy, faintly. 

In a faltering voice, Agnes began, and find- 
ing the feeble lips of the child endeavouring to 
join her, she gained composure, and proceeded 
in the simple hymn so well known and so loved 
by children — 

** Oh, what has Jesos done {ot meV^ 
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The mother ceased to sob when the first 
words of the hymn fell on her ear, and now sat 
in stupified silence. 

A smile was still bright on the lips of little 
Lucy ; the attenuated hand yet clasped Agnes^s 
neck in its firm hold, as she knelt beside the 
bed ; the eyes were upraised, as if something 
of the glory had greeted her enraptured gaze ; 
the lips were parted, no breath came from them. 
The last words of the hymn were the first of the 
new song she had begun before the throne of 
God. 

The tears that fell fast from Agnes's eyes 
upon the tenantless little body was, perhaps, 
the only language that could reach the childless 
mother's heart, in this first moment of nature^s 
agony. The eyes were closed, the lips were 
silent, whose last pleading invitation rang in her 
ear, and echoed through her desolate heart — 
" Come to Jesus \" Never, never more would 
that patient smile and loving voice win her to 
listen to the glad tidings that had made sun- 
shine in that gloomy room for more than one 
rejoicing soul. Four little ones now gone before 
ier; and this last one, mote ^t^c\oms^ most pa- 
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tient, least loved — dumb now, silent for ever ! 
No; the dead yet speaketh; and again, like the 
roll of mighty waters, yet soft as a young child^s 
wail, there echoes in her heart — " Come to Jesus !'* 

Agnes approached her, and pointing to the 
necessity of exertion, placed on the table by her 
side a small sum of money, unheeded, until she 
whispered the purpose for which it was intended 
— the decent burial of the child. The woman 
raised her convulsed face to hers that bent so 
pityingly over her, and grasping her dress, 
pointed to the holy calm impressed already upon 
the bed^s silent occupant. 

She whispered hoarsely — '^ You shewed her 
the way to heaven, and Jesus came for such ; 
but, oh ! there is no place there for me I — a 
sinner beyond mercy ! '^ 

*^ Not so — not so. It was for you He died. 
He is able to save to the uttermost. He ^ came 
not to call the righteous but sinners to repent- 
ance.' There is no sinner too far for his hand 
of mercy to reach ; no sin too dark for his blood 
to wash away. Oh, look to Jesus ; He would not 
that any should perish. He who received your 
husband^ your little child, wiitL tecw?^ ^^-vjj-^^^ 
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has forgiven you. Only believe it; your guilt, 
as theirs, is atoned for/' 

'' They never sinned as /have done/* 

'' Are your sins greater than God's mercy ? " 

'^ Oh, I believe so ; I am a guilty wretch — 
my sin — you know nothing of its blackness V^ 

''Jesus knows all,'' said Agnes, softly. 
*' ' Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be 
white as snow/ is a promise sealed with the 
blood of the Son of God.'* 

'' For me ! — ^for me ! Oh, could He die for 
such a one as I ?" 

''He came to the sinner, the mourner, the 
poor and needy, the sorrowful, and him that 
hath no helper. It was the sinner the Saviour 
came to seek and to save." 

Tears, long strange to Alice Langstan's eyes, 
are falling fast and freely. Agnes kneels beside 
her ; a prayer is rising by that bed of death, 
and angels, whose glad songs of welcome greet 
the little child at heaven's gate, mingle their 
loud hosannas for a soul new bom. 
Behold ! she prays ! 

And Agnes felt it was no place for words of 
earthly consolation. S\ie \ia» \d\. 'Osva mQ>>^ner 
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in that solemn hour to listen to the voice of 
God. 

That night, on retiring to bed, Agnes took 
from her neck the chain of hair, the cherished 
memento of mother and firiend ; the diamond 
cross was no longer there ; the ring that had 
attached it to the chain was broken, and, doubt- 
less, lost. 

Wearily she sought her rest. She knew, 
at that late hour, it was vain seeking for the 
lost gift, nor would she, in all probability, re- 
cover it from haunts she had that day visited. 
Had it fallen into honest hands, it would be re- 
stored, and the precious part of the legacy was 
still hers — who could deprive her of that? ^' 

Who shall count on to-morrow ? When the 
day broke, Agnes lay in the first symptoms of 
the fever ; and many a week went on, and she 
knew not of the passing scenes around her. 

Who is that neatly-clothed woman who 
moves so noiselessly in that dim curtained cham- 
ber, watching with anxious eyes the wan face of 
the sleeper ; others come and go, but she seems 
ever near, and keeps her night-watch now uxl- 
shared ? 
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Helpless lie the hands once so blessed in 
ministering to others. But the Lord forgets 
not. A thousand unseen ministers of glory are 
about His child ; He will not suffer her to want. 

Hark ! As she turns wearily on her pillow, 
she murmurs of home ; and many a treasured 
memory, familiar household words of tender- 
ness^ of the land that is very far off, of things 
that " eye hath not seen," broken prayers, and 
earnest exhortation, and hymns of childhood, 
mingle in that fever dream. 

The hard-featured woman listens, scarcely 
daring to breathe, and wipes her eyes again and 
again. The voice becomes more feeble, and a 
heavy sleep is falling on her charge, shrouding 
thought and sense in deeper oblivion. 

That calm, still, death-like trance, which fond 
hearts hail as the welcome forerunner of health 
in sickness, and which is as often the angeVs 
bread to aid the pilgrim in the remainder of his 
journey to that land where the inhabitants shall 
no more say they are sick, when with *' everlasU 
ing joy upon their heads y they shall obtain joy 
and gladness, and sorrow and sighing shall flee 
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Agnea awoke* She gazed wonderingly 
around^ and the shadow-like hand strove to put 
aside the curtain, but failed in its feeble effort, 
and dropped on the coverlet. 

''Elsie, my little Elsie ! where is she — how 
is she ?'' 

The strong frame of the nurse shook with a 
suppressed sob, as she replied — 

" She is well.^' 

'' And Lucy ; is she at school — is she well ?^' 

" She is not at school now. She is 

well also,^^ replied the woman deliberately, 
with forced calmness. 

Something in the voice startled Agnes, 
but she could not recognize in the neatly- 
dressed, tender nurse, the widow Langstan, 
who had so often reviled the name dearer to 
her than all other names, and whose oaths 
and words of blasphemy had been used to 
drive her from her dwelling, when she first 
sought ter in trouble. 

Our eyes may deceive us, but the heart 
speaks still. 

" You— you are Elsie's mother ! — Lucy^s ! 
James Langstan' s widow — ^Alice Lang^staxi.^'' 
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''I am. God be praised,.'* replied the nurse 
solemnly. 

" How is this ? And you say Lucy is 
well r 

" I do. She is safe in her ' glory-home.' *' 

''Ah, yes — I remember all now/* said 
Agnes slowly, as if gathering the thread of 
the ravelled memories of the past, '^I see it 
all. The Shepherd carried the little lamb in 
His bospm — gathered in the wanderer to His 
fold.'' 

"And plucked me a brand from the fire," 
said the widow. 

The eyes of the sick girl, so long vacant of 
expression, were raised to the face of the speaker 
in full consciousness; the next moment their 
happy gaze was hidden — a tear made its way 
through the closed lid. God counted the tear 
as a song of thanksgiving from a grateful 
heart. 

Agnes spoke no more that day; she lay 
calm and still, with a smile of sweet content- 
ment on her lips. Before the week had passed, 
she was removed to her arm-chair, but in all 
else as helpless as a child. 
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Alice Langstan had given up her desolate 
home^ and now watched over the invalid as a 
mother over some long-lost child, so tender, so 
devoted her care. 

The waste, howling wilderness of her heart, 
once the dwelling of the owl and satyr, and 
every unclean bird, has become the habitation 
of the Holy Dove ; that heart so long deaf to 
the voice of love, echoes now to its whispers of 
guidance, encouragement, and reproof, con- 
tented to learn all He is ready to teach, willing 
to follow where He, in His wisdom, may lead. 
He suffers no more Satan, whom He has cast 
out, to reign. The blood of Christ is on the 
threshold ; the enemy may fight from without, 
but it is a conquered foe — the Lord is her 
sword and buckler. 

Agnes revived, as if the last desire of her heart 
was to be granted to her, that she might wait 
on, and serve the Master she loved, to the last. 

She could no longer seek the lost in the 
dark haunts of sin and misery ; but the Lord 
had brought, even to her side, one whose soul 
was very precious in His sight. 

To speak to the rescued sinner of the ewifi^- 
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ciency of Jesus, to encourage the often des- 
ponding soul of Alice Langstan, and lead her 
step by step to trace the abounding mercy of 
God, was a sweet and welcome work. 

One evening Agnes turned to her nurse, 
and bade her sit beside her and tell her how 
it came to pass that she found her there, the 
broken-hearted mourner, now the rejoicing be- 
Hever. The widow replied— 

"You remember, Miss Jordan, that night 
when I left the child James loved best, un- 
tended, and, as you thought, uncared for — but 
I was wroth with myself, and I could not bear 
to see her die. One who loved the Lord was 
there, one I had used hard words to, and wicked 
oaths once, to frighten from that very room. 
Yet she spent that long, long day there, as she 
had often done before, nursing my child, and 
telling her of Jesus, which was all the little lamb 
cared to hear. 

*' This child, this last thing left to me on 
the earth, forgot, I thought, the love she once 
bore her mother, and clung about the messen- 
ger God had sent her to console her for that 
mcked desertion* She died singing of Jesus^ 
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and went to glory, and her last words to. me 
were bidding me go to Him who died on the 
cross for wie." 

'^ Ah, you rememher all that I see" 
" I laid out the little body for the grave. 
I did not dare touch the face, it looked so holy ; 
for it had the self-same smile upon it as when 
she beckoned me from the bed^s foot, and said, 
' Mother, come to Jesus.' I kissed the dear 
hands over and over again, that had once clung 
to my breast, and had turned to give their 
dying clasp to a stranger. Oh, this came to 
my mind. I strove to think it hard, very hard* 
Then again, that happy smile ! Who brought it 
there? who sat in that lone room when her 
mother left her to forget her punishment by 
adding sin to sin ? who but the stranger, the 
servant of that God I had already implored to 
forgive me. Then again I cried to the Lord, if 
I was not too great a sinner for Him to hear 
me, to call the mother as He had called the 
child. If He had received a little child, who 
could do nothing for His service, then He 
was strong to make me leave my sins, and fol- 
low Him. 
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" The dear fingers within my clasp opened, 
the moonlight streamed through the window on 
the bed^ and within the little palm I saw a glitter- 
ing cross^ bright as a star. Ah^ madam, you 
may well look amazed. It was but for a moment 
— the next^ the fingers had closed — I did not 
dare open them again. Then I said to myself, 
' It is all true ! It is a sign that the cross is 
sufficient for me — even my sin — greater than 
any other sinner^s. Surely, the angels who 
came for my Lucy have left the token upon 
her hand to remind me of that cross on which 
the Friend of sinners died.' 

'^ Two sentences alone filled my heart and 
rang in my ears — ^ Come to Jesus/ and ' I 
came not to call the righteous, but sinners to 
repentance.' And those words I pleaded. I 
told the Lord over and over again, that if He 
came for sinners, He came for me ; I was His 
if He would save me, for I could do nothing. 
Wonderful to say, that very night He ac- 
cepted me, the greatest sinner that ever yet 
was spared to enter heaven — who had only 
merited hell. 

''Next morning t\iey TjutLncy in her coffin. 
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I let her go almost without a tear^ for I knew 
the child was not there^ but gone home to that 
^lory-home she longed for, to live for ever with 
Him who had now become my Saviour. With 
what strange, new feelings I walked behind that 
co£Gbi to its place of burial. Alone I yet not 
alone : the place the child had filled in my 
heart seemed all taken up with the desire of 
knowing more of that place where I know she 
now is, and of loving Him who had sent a 
message to me by her dying lips. 

" Dr. Carrington came to see me when he 
returned from Devonshire. He did not know 
Elsie and Lucy were gone, and sore distressed 
he was. He said he was seeking for a nurse to 
watch a patient in the fever, and he had been 
disappointed in the one he had expected to find. 
Then he told me it was for you — you who my 
Lucy loved better than her own mother, because 
you spoke to her of Jesus. 

'^ I prayed him to let me nurse you, but he 
replied no; it was a sober, quiet woman, he 
wanted. Well, I deserved it! I said, by 
God's help, I would be quiet and sober, and 
none could watch you with a be^XXet ^w^^Ssst 
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none owed you what I owed you. Then he 
made me tell him all. He covered his face 
with his hands, and never moved until long 
after I had finished. But when I repeated 
what I had seen in Lucy's hand, he told me it 
was a mere iUasion, and if it were not, that such 
a cross as that would never help me. He was 
right there, but I assure you it was no illusion. 
Yes ! I saw a bright, sparkling cross, sure as I 
saw my dead child !" 

The eyes of Agnes brightened, and she 
smiled a glad, rejoicing smile. 

^'No, nurse, you are right; it was not 
fancy. The little cross you saw once hung 
round my neck by this thin thread of hair. It 
was the legacy of Mr. Morton's mother to me. 
But the gift had been little without the words 
which made it precious. They were these : — 
^ If any man will come after Me, let Mm deny 
himself, and take up his cross daily, and follow 
Me/ '' 

A momentary gleam of disappointment 
passed over the face of Alice Langstan, but was 
soon replaced by a reverent glance at Agnes, 
as she simply detailed the loss of the missing 
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jewel, which the dying grasp of the child had 
severed from her neck. 

" The cross/' continued Agnes, *' I intended 
to help you, though in another way, for I know 
it would have gladdened the giver's heart ; but 
it was not wholly lost, after all/' 

" I thought it was an angel brought it to 
my child," said widow Langstan, afterwards. 
" I was not far wrong, for the one who brought 
it will soon be amongst the angels." 

Agnes's thoughts recalled the last hours of 
blissful communion with the friend who had be- 
stowed the little gift on her — communion which 
held them in one spirit and one hope, and sweet 
it was; but oh, far sweeter to be permitted 
to lead the tottering steps of the humble and 
penitent seeker after the eternal truths of salva- 
tion, and to witness the wonderful work of the 
Spirit in the soul of one who had been called 
to lay down her sins at the cross of Jesus, and 
leave them all, and follow Him. 

Agnes waited not for the spring. The 
gentle spirit's mission was fulfilled, and her 
Father called her home — blessed be His name ! 
He never leaves the soul an Yvova VstL^^ *^c«si. 
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there is a " needs Ae/' to wander in this world's 
wilderness^ where His children would not make 
their home^ even if they could. 

So peacefully she passed away^ none knew at 
what hour of the stiU midnight^ or the breaking 
dawn, she failed to dwell below, where her soul 
had long ceased to find its rest. 

The smile with which she had welcomed the 
dawn of a brighter morrow, had not faded from 
the half-parted lips, as if the hand of the Lord 
had sealed upon the tabernacle of His child a 
witness of her felicity. Thus, even to the last, 
the desire of her heart, which she had com- 
mitted to Almighty hands, was fulfilled, and the 
very tent in which she had sojourned could 
speak to the living of Him whom her soul loved 
— even of Jesus, and bid them seek " the rest 
that remaineth'^ for the children of God, 
and follow Him. 

In one of the crowded churchyards in Lon- 
don, far from the calm scenes of nature in 
which their early youth had passed, and where 
they once thought to rest, lie, side by side, 
the dust of these unpretending missionaries. 
5onls that had listened to the glad sounds 
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of salyation from their lips^ gathered from the 
sick couch, the bed of death, sorrowing ones 
they had soothed, scoffing ones rebuked and 
taught in that brief season when the ^' oil in 
their lamps was spent in giving light in the 
temple ;'' few were left to tell of their minis- 
tration. 

But a bright band of the redeemed have 
welcomed them in that far-off land, where 
*' God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes!* 

They laid at Jesus^s feet the wealth of 
cherished affection when at its brightest, and 
when at the nearest realization— the hopes of 
years. They cast by the ease and wealth earth 
proffered them. They had heard the voice of 
the Master as He called for them, and taking 
up the cross, they left all and followed Him. 

It was not enough to be called; they followed 
Him by whom they were called, knowing that if 
we would reign with Him, we must also suffer. 
Abundantly were they supported by the strength 
given them for the day ; but the labour done, 
they have laid down the cross to take up the 
crown, the trophy of the victory of Him before 
whose feet it is cast. They have cii\«te^ \»^<2k 
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the joy of their Lord, into the kingdom pre- 
pared for them from the foundation of the 
world. 

There is one whose mission began when 
Agnes Jordan's ended on earth. Widow Lang- 
stan found a welcome by many a sick-bed^ in 
many a house of mourning. Sinking hearts 
looked on her simple faith, and took courage to 
seek the same unfailing source. She was trust- 
ful when others were hopeless, and patient 
when many despaired ; for she pointed ever to 
the grace that had saved her. She would tell 
of the bonds of corruption and fetters of habi- 
tual sin out of which she was delivered, into the 
glorious liberty of the children of God, and 
numbered amongst the marvels of redeeming 
love ; that the Son of God, who died that she 
might live, had called her, even her, to His 
service, and having given the command, had 
with it bestowed on her strength and grace to 
forsake her sins, and take up her cross daily 
and follow Him. 
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WoEsa BY Rev. Db. Winsmw — Coniinud.'] 

DH. WINSLOW'S PACKETS 01" TRACTS. 

Large Type Tracts for the Sick and Aged. la. 

per Pttcliet. 

Practical and Experimental Tracts, is. per Packet. 
Annual Addresses. Ib. per Packet. 
Addresses and Narratives. 1b. per Packet. 
Honouring God, and its Eeward. ed. sewed ; 8d. 

clotli, gilt edgcB. 

The Coming of the Lord, the Hope and Consolation 

of the iiorcoved. Pcnp. 8to, eeff..-d, Id. 

Is the Spirit of the Lord Straitened ? a plea for a 

Kntionul JSttplism of tha Holy Ghost, with Incident ot 
Americun Eevival. la. 

The Silver Trumpet; or, the Choich Gnided and 
Warned in Parilaua Tinica. Tliird Edition. ISmo, 1b. doth. 



Mornings with Jesns. X Smea of Devotioiul Bead- : 
ings for the Cliwet and the Familj. By Iha lata K«t. WlLm» , 
jAr, of Sath. Third Thousand. Ft»p. Svo, Gs. 6d. cloth. 

Evenings with Jesus.- A Series of Devotional Bead- : 

ingB for tin- Olo-iol and tlvo Parailj- By the late Bev. Willuj' 
Ji¥, of Bath, i'cap. Svo, 6b. cloth. 

t "J»piril of eiuTiMt md ovivnBalic.il fift'pemdH theiAahhaad ftr Uw 
/ B/osetuDdtlieftiiiflythejiriWtolbunaaji.-rul.''— H-.man. i 

Waymaxla of tliePilgyiiaajg6\<«,'^«idatQ%\r3'ttiB-\ 
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WOEKS BY THE REV. J. HAEINGTON EYANS. 



Christiail Solicitlldey ab exemplified in the Third 
Chapter of Epheskns. By the late Ber. J* H. Etaks. Imp. 
32mo, 28. 6d. cloth. 

"To many, this book will prove Talnable; it ii to simpla, to ^sniMt, to 
eTiaig«lieftl.*^C9brJ«esaii Weekly Neme, 

""We like it maoh."--^Hfu;k Meetenger. 

The Spirit of Holiness, and Sanotdfication througli 

the Truth. Fifth Edition, reyiaed. Foap. Svo, ds. 6d. 

''This is » Tery-Talaable piece of expe ri m ental aod preeticsl theology.*'-' 
JSrtii$hBamter. 

Vintage Gleaningpi. Gathered firom Sermons delivered 
by the Bev. J. H. Evans, Minister of John Street Chapel Third 
Edition, enlarged, with a Portrait and copious Index. Bojal 
32mo, 3s. cloth. 

« A book of geimB.**'-BriHih Motkert* Magcmine. 

Checks to Infidelity. Four Essays, on the ^Being of 
Ck)d ; the Scriptures as the Word of God ; the Holy Nature 
of God ; the Eighteous Character of the Day of Judgment. 
18mo, Is. sewed. 



Bible Teachings; or, Eemarks on the Books of Genesis, 
Exodus, and Leviticus. Edited by Mrs. J. HABnroTON BvAim. 
With a Eeconunendatory Prefece by the Eey. W. B. Mac- 
siENziE, Incumbent of St. James's, HoUoway. A new Edition. 
One ToL, 8yo, 7s. 

Bible Exercises. A Sabbath Eecreation for Tonng 
People. Second Edition. 16mo, 2s. 6d. doth. 

PBOFITABLE EMPLOYMENT FOB THE SUNDAY. 

Scripture Questioning Cards* By Mrs. Cabus 

WrLSON. A New and Improved Series. 38. 

mre Me one liandred and flSy.thi«o carda, «ac\i«oa\^B^*^^2t%c««^^ 
tosoine Sonptare fact, and if memoty csSioti iraiiiia.^^**"^''^" 



12 WOBEB FUBUBHED BY JOHK F. BHAW, 



IMPORTANT MINISTERIAL HELPS. 
The Evangelical Preacher ; or, Studies for the Pulpit. 

Yol. 1, price 48. Containing 15 Sermons and 66 outlines. ~ 
ToL 2, price 6b. Containing 12 Sermons and 82 outlines. 
Tol. 3, price 58. Containing 137 outlines. 

Tn addition to these, each volume contains Biblical Illustrations, 
Counsels for Preachers, Notes and Queries on difficult Texts, etc. 

Choice Sentences ; or, Recollections of the Ministry of | 
the late Rev. William Howels, of Long Acre Episcopal j 
Chapel. Edited by the Eev. W3£. Bkuce, M.A., Incumbent of \ 
Trinity Church, Sheffield. Second Thousand. Boyal 32mo, ! 
28. 6d. cloth, gilt edges. i 

i 

The Invalid's Companion ; or, Words of Comfort for 

the .AMcted. 12mo, 28. 6d. cloth. 

Sermons: Doctrinal, Practical, and Experimental. Ori- 
ginally preached in London, at St. Mary's Church, Bryanstone 
Square. By the Kev. Ricillrd BiNOHi3r, M.A., Incumbent of 
Quecnborough, Kent. Fcap. Svo, 58. cloth. 

The Harmony of History with Prophecy. An Ex- 

povsition of the Apocalypse. By Joslaji Condeb, Author of 
" Tlie Literary History of the New Te8tament." Fcap. Svo, 
7s. 6d. cloth. 

Perversion and Conversion; or. Cause and Effect. 

By the Eev. Robeet Maquiee. Po8t Svo, 28. 6d. cloth. 

The Cheapest, Best, and only Commentary on the Bible printed in 

a large type. 

The Domestic Commentary on the Old and New 

Testaments. By the Rev. Robeet Shittlee, Vicar of Allton 
Pancraa, Dorset. Second Thousand. Beautifully printed in 
largo type with the Text. OTigaiftS^^ ^\xfe»^\vad at £2 148., now 
offered for Thktj Shillings, m 'Fo\aNo\i. Olq^Oq.. "^^^ ^;^ \» I 
had in a variety of Bindinga ft\jitab\6 Iot ^xewsoi^, N«Efja%Na.\ 
price from £B to £A 15b. Seiit C«ma%«>^W5\.i^&«^\ft«s^ 
part of the Country, etc. 
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BLOOMSBTJRY LECTURES. 



The Titles of Christ viewed Prophetically. Being 

Lectures delivered during Lent, 1857, at St. George's, Blooms- 
bury, by Twelve Clergymen. With a Preface by the Lobd 
Bishop op Cablisle. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. cloth. 

The Light of Prophecy. Being Lectares delivered 

during Lent, 1856, at St. Q-eorge's, Bloomsbury. With a 
Preface by the Brcv. Edwabd Hoabe, A.M. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. 
cloth. 

The Gifts of the Kingdom. Being Lectures delivered 

during Lent, 1855, at St. George's, Bloomsbury, by Twelve 
Clergymen of the Church of England. With a Preface by the 
Bev. EoBEBT BiCEBBSTETH, M.A. Fcap. Svo, 5s. doth. 

\ 

Present Times and Future Prospects. Being Lec- 
tures dehvered during Lent, 1854, by Twelve Clergymen. With 
a Preface by the E^v. W. R. FEEMAifTLE, M.A., Rector of 
Claydon, Bucks. Fcap. 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

The Choice. Pive Lectures on Confirmation, delivered 
in St. George's Church, Bloomsbury. By the Rev. EMnjus 
Batlet, Rector. Is. cloth. 

The Uncertainty of the Time of the Second Advent, 

practically considered. By the Rev. E. BayIjEY, Rector of St, 
George's. Fcap. Svo, 6d. sewed. 



Lessons from Jesus ; or, The Teachings of Divine 
Love. By W. P. Baxpebn, Author of " Glimpses of Jesus." 
Fcap. Svo, 4sB, 6d. cloth. 

Glimpses of Jesus ; or, Christ Exalted in the Affections 
of His People. By W. P. Balpebn. Third Edition. Fcai^. 
Svo, 3s. 6d. doth. 

Not&s and Beflections on t\ift ^SsJ2^|^ ^^^LS 

Small poBt, 6b. cloth. 



\ 



1^ WDBXB FUBUBHKD BY JOBS V. 8HA.W. 



EYANGELIOAL ALLIAI^GB PBIZE ESSAY. 

The Sabbath made for Man ; or, The Origin, History, 

and Prinei]^ of the Lord's Day. By tho Ber. Mtoaiatt ISjll. 
Demy 8to, with Side Notes, 10s. 6d. cloth. 

A Smaller Bditum without the Notes, 8s. doth. 

'* We must reiterate the expression of oar ooarletloii, titat as « ■Hatnal of 
the wliole subject, this Prize Bssaj is the ftdlest and best extant."— CftrM^n 
Time$. 

*<For-arg«Dent and ariMifament tills able and aompkte tu s atis e Is sspaiior 
io oay work we hare aeea on tiiis important qTiestion."-'C%ruiHm Saeaminer, 

A Short Exposition of the Pilgrim's Progress, with 

a Narrative of the Life of Bunyan. In Six Lectures. By 
W. J. ISnu), Is. 6d. doth. 

Solace in Sickness and Sorrow. A CollfiotioiL of 

Hymns, Original and Sdected. 32mo, 2s. 6d. doth; m 3s. 

extra doth, gilt edges. 

Portions for the Sick and Solitaiy Christian. By 

the Bey. Bobebt Whttehead, Author of " A Key to the Book 
of Common Prayer." Imp. 32mo, 2s. 6d. doth. 

JBreathingS after Qod. Prayers for the Closet. 3y a 
lULYMAS. Fart L, ISmo, Is. doth. Fart 11., Is. doth. 

Israel in the World ; or, the Mission of the Hebrews 
to the Gfneat Military Monarchies. By W. H. Johnstons, M.A, 
Author of *' Israd after the Flesh.*' Illustrated with a Coloiued 
Map. Fcap., 3b. 6d. cloth. 

Isabella Hamilton, the Martyr, a Tale of the 

Sixteenth Century. Edited by the Author of " Aids to Develop- 
ment," "Memoirs of Two Sisters," etc., etc. 16mo, Is. 6d. 
doth. 

SUITABLE FBESENT TO THE CLERaT AND TE3 

STUDENT. 

The IKvine Bnle of Faith and Practice. By the 

Rev. William QooDE,M.A.,T^.^.k.,'B;fccJtat of AHhaJlows the 
Qreat and Less, LondoTi. ^ecoTi^"Ei^^.oT^^NSTffiR^«sA^st^flsa^^d. 
OrMinally pubUshed at SSa. lo. ^i^««> \i»sAasstQfc ^^^^^^ 
cloSi^ and now offered at th© T«ry TeftsM«ft^^«» ^ "^^^ 
It ought to be in the posBeBaVoti ol c^js^ ^^Kt^BTa«»^^'^^wi^ 
Jao olerfirman's librarv is complete ^\t\vovA.*. 



48, PAXBHSrOSXEB BOW, AXD 27, BOUTHAXFTON BOW. 15 



The Standard Tune Book. Consisting of Three Hun- 

dred and Twenty' Hymn Chorales, etc. ; including the choiceBt 
of Luther's own and adopted compositions, and other splendid 
specimens of Congregational Psalmody, by eminent Enghsh and 
Continental Church Composers, in about Eighty difOerent 
Metres. Together with the most approyed Single and Double 
Chants, the Ancient Tones for the inrose Psabns, an Introduc- 
tory Anthem, Sanctus, Besponses, Dismission Tunes and Chorus, 
etc. With an Accompaniment for Organ or Pianoforte. Third 
vEdition. 68. 6d. clo<h ; 7s. 6d. strongly half-bound in oalfl 

n. THE STAJSTDASD TUNE BOOK— Vocal Score. 16mo, 
2s. cloth. 

in. THE STAITOARD TITNE BOOK FOR TREBLE VOICHB. 

In oblong 16mo, cloth lettered, 8d. 

TV. THE STAJTOARD TTTN^ BOOK— TREBLE AND BAflS. 
Is. 

v. THE STANDARD TUNE BOOK— TREBLE AND ALTO. 
Is. 

VI. THE STANDARD TUNE BOOK-^NOR AND BAflB. 
Is. 



The School Hymn Book with Tnnes. Consisting ^f 

Two Hundred and Seyenty Hymns, Original and Sdect, and 
Three Himdred and Twenty Melodies. S^aU Sro, lOd. doth. 

The Bchool Eynrn Book without the Tnnes. Pour- 

pence cloth, or 3s. 6d. per dozen copies. 

The Boy's Own Text Book. Containing a Text from 
the Old Testament, and a Corresponding Verse from the New, 
for every day in the Year. Selected by a Ladt. Royal 64imo, 
Is. cloth, gilt edges ; Is. 6d. roan tuck. 

The Girl's Own Text Book« Containing a Text from 
the Old Testament, and a Corresponding Verse from the New, 
for every day in the Year. Selected by a Laiot. Royal G4ac&s^^ k 
.1b. eloth; Is. 6d. roan tufik. 

i 55a* Boolr for the Sdk ana. ASEas*«^ ^sS^eriw^"" 

a Ladt. Boyal 64mo, Is. cloth ; la. 6d. TO«a^?»-«3*- 



16 WOBKS PtTBUBHED BY JOHN 7. BHAW, 



GENERAL AND EDTJCATWAL WORKS. 

SEW AND SUPERIOR EDITION. 

English Literature from Chaucer to T^inyson. 

By Henry Reed, late Professor of Rhetoric and English Litera- 
ture in Pennsylvania University. Ecap. 8vo, 48. 6d. cloth. 

** This is written in amanlj spirit. The author displays a ripe scholarship, a 
wide and varied acquaintance with English literature altogether unusual; a 
power of thought, and a yein of fresh and original criticism, as remarkahte as 
thej are delightful." — London Ouardian, 

This volume will he found eminently adapted for the higher 
forms in all schools, containing, as it does, the most complete and 
discriminating rSaumt of English Uterature from the earliest period. 

Lectures on English Literature, from Chaucer to 

Tennyson, and on English History and Tragic Poetry, as 
illustrated hy Shakspeare. By Henby Reed. In 1 voL, 5s. 
cloth. 

" The Lectures of Mr. Beed, however, may stand upon their own merits. 
They are the productions of a refined and gentle nund. * * * The duef 
interest of his work consists, however, in the fact that it is an independent 
American view of English literature." — Athenaum, 

** English Literature is a volume of rich and instructive interest. To form 
any adequate conception of the diversified topics and illustrations with which 
its outline is filled up, the lectures themselves must be read. They abound with 
discriminating remarks and judicious reflections, admirably calomated to form 
the taste and rectify the judgment of general readers. * * • We most cor- 
dially recommend thu volume to the patronage of onx friends.*' — Frteman, 

A New Dictionary of Quotations from the Greeks 

Latin, and Modem Languages. Translated into English, and 
occasionally accompanied with Illustrations and Explanations, 
Historical, Poetical, and Anecdotical, with an extensive Index, 
referring to every important word. By the Author of " Live 
and Learn," "The Newspaper and General Reader's Pocket 
Companion," etc. Second Thousand. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. doth. 

"The * Dictionary of Quotations ' is copious in contents, neat in execution, 
and moderate in price — tluree attributes which include almost all the merits to 
bo looked for in such a compilation. This work has, however, a merit which 
appertains to none of its predecessors. It not only follows an alphabetical 
arrangement in the initial word of each quotation, but has a copious index, 
modelled after those of the Delphin classics, by the aid of which the person 
consulting its pages may readily find the required passage, if he can remember 
only one or other of the leading words. This vastly enhances the merit and 
utility of the work, and gives it a paramount claim to general circulation."-' 
Jfornin^ Advertiser, 



"Iff as we think, this is a book wbichLTDLT»^'Vume\A«tL'SNSa\v«d for at times by 

nearly everybody, the inference seems O^at iiewcVj c^w^NkA"^ qql^X. \n\$«^tt. ■ 

Many arc the anxious inqmriea addre»aoA\o *TSo\«» wi^^fjAtSs*.* vci^wBB«««^\ 

after a reasonable number of weeks, w^ch. m\«>A. \vw«> >Qfe^^ «wx«A. oi tsS^X 

answered, had this small volume \>een at tYi« Vn*«tto%«Jtf>r % ^ftsw . ~Q««»MMr£% > 
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USEFUL BOOKS INDISPENSABLE TO ALL. 



Live and Learn : a Guide for all who wish to Speak and 

Write Correctly ; particularly intended as a book of reference 
for the solution of difficulties connected with Ghrammar, Com- 
position, Punctuation, etc., etc. With explanations of Latin 
and French Words and Phrases of frequent occurrence in news- 
papers, reviews, periodicals, and books in general; with full 
diinsctions for beginning, ending, and addressing Letters to 
Persons of eyery degree of rank. Thirteenth Thousand* 28. 6d. 
post free. 

" There are hondreds of persons, engaged in professional and conuneroial 
pursuits, who are sensible of uieir deficiencies on numv points connected witii 
the grammar of their own tongue, and who, by self-tuition, are anxious to 
correct such deficiencies, and to acquire the means of speaking and writing, if 
not with elegance, at any rate with a due regard to grammatioal accuracy, to 
whom this little work is Indispensable." 

« * Live and Learn' is an excellent book. To show our appreciation of its 
merits, we have had it cased in leather, and have made a pocket companion of 
it. We look upon it as really indiapensable. We advise our readers to imitate 
our example— ^procure the hook, and »eU U not for any price," — JEducational 
Oazette, 

'"Live and Learn' contains many eood practical observations on points of 
English grammar and composition which are in danger of being forgotten or 
overlooked by those who have not studied our language and literature with the 
attention they deserve."— ui^AtfTueitm. 



READ AND REFLECT. 

The Newspaper and General Reader's Pocket 

Companion. Being a FamiUar Explanation of nearly Four 
Thousand Classical and Foreign Words, Phrases, and Quota- 
tions in constant occurrence in the yarious Journals, Periodicals, 
and Publications of the day. By the Author of "Live and 
Learn." Eleyenth Thousand. 2s. 6d. post free. 

* ** One of the most useful little works we have seen for some time.^ In it is 
explained, with a lucidity which the meanest comprehension cannot fail readily 
to understand and remember, the various literary phrases in daily use, whether 
from living or dead tongues. An index renders reference venry easy. Every 
one nuiy derive advantage and occasional assistance from, tbaa vDL^^tmARraa^ v^ 
well-executed little work, and its price makea it 8AQeBS&\<d ** — IteedA Tvim»« 

/ "A truly luefal and ralnable little pnbUcatioTi,\>em^ «. iwifflas^t «^^^^°^^V5 
/ ^(^aaoal andforagn worda, phrases, and auataxicnoa c& ^^s^^^^^^Sk^X^s^ 
f tbejoumalB,a cheap, popularly-arramied dwUoBaxy ol csjao\J^Q»» ^^'^"^ 
»-crowB would be weU laid out in ita^irchase."— Plyw»w*^ BleraW.. 



WOSTH woncE. 

Wliat has always been wanted, is now published. 

19ie .Dictionary Appendix, containing upwards df Seven 

Thousand Woids not found in the Dietionazy ; loomprising the 
Partidples of Verbs, which often prove perplexing even to the 
best Writenu By C. Yms. Twenty-second ThousaadL 4s. 
port free. 



**The beflt edvciitedwHl not rejeot this 'Dietinnary Appendix' ss a study 
companion : and thooe, also, whose education is only in progress, wffl And it an 
ezoellent help. The inflections of the verbs are often very perplexing. Here, 
in all difficult words, they wUl be found at a glance, which will save many a 
piMiUms moment. We give this work oar heurty reoommnidatioii.''-'^iAMN>- 
^fiioal JUTajKuJiM Ibr Ootobsr, 1863. 

*'TU8T«laableirailrmay truly be called the < IMctlsiiaiy Appoidix,* wmpfiW" 
ing, as it does, upwards of 7000 words not to be found in any dietkmaiMB in 
use. This very laot alone must commend it to general vae,**— Church QuuuMt, 
4thApnl« 1864. 

*'Thi8 is a woilc*thatmay be put into the hands, not only of yovnc penoat, 
but of those more adranced in nfe, with advantage. It contams aboTe 7000 
words not to be found in the dictionaries. This work supplies a desidentum 
long required, and may be placed not only hi the hands of every youth, but also 
«f persons aeeastomed to eorraspondenee, with adraatage.'^— ^Z%e Jkmker't 
am § U0 , for IStii Juiy, 1861. 



A BOOK FOR EVERYBODY. 

The Bight Word in the Bight Place. A oomponion 

to the Writing Desk, Pulpit, and Flatfonn, fyrmbotgu new and 
improyed dictionary of Synonyms, in whidi ttre incorpoinled the 
selections of Orabbe, Archbishop Whatdy and otbeTS, com- 
prising a gveater ntonber of -vrords of similar meaning, from 
which to make choice, than any other collection. Sixteenth 
Thousand. Gd., free by post 7d. • 

No Udj correspondent, no public epealrar, no teacher of yottlib, 
Bor^maxL of bufiinesa, should debvy i^cocuring tiiis iadii^enaabM Ih^ 
to ^idtouB writing and speaking. 



#« 



\ 



_*• lEOght Word inthe«^tT?W ^^«^?!J^i^S!££S5^SS£A 



NEVEB TOO LATE TO LEAEN. 

Mistakes of Daily Occnrrence in Speakings Writ- 
ing, and Pronunciation, Corrected. Thirty-second Thousand. 
^64, bj'post 7d. 

Old and Young, Educated and Uneducated, may consult this 
small work with advantage. Selling by Thousands. 



THE PUBLIC SPEAKER'S VADE-MECUM. 

Elocution, its Principles reduced to Practice. 

By the Author of " Live and Learn." 6d„ by post 7d. 

"We are pleased witli tbe aathor'B book. By its price lie has made it 
aoerasihle to all, and its teaohine is so 8unpj[;% miu its r^es so tew and plain, 
tbaX he has made it comprehensibk to all."— 2%« JAterarium, 



HUSTS FOB SCOTCHMEN. 

Scotticisms Correeted. Third Thousand, ea., by 

post 7d. 

A Scotticism is not so much Scottish \rords tis English Trardain 
a Scottish use or construction. 

"It will prove highly valuablei and has our hearty recommendation."—- 
Caledonian mercury. 



HINTS FOR LEARNERS. 

The Biglit way of Learning French Correctly. 

Pointing out the Difficulties which puzzle the Beginner and the 
Scholar in learning to Speak, Pronounce, Translate, and Wnte 
'Fi^ftch. By C. Bagcssbt. Sixth ThoBsand, Is., free by po#t. 

' ^ 'The Bight Way/ etc., is a Ter]|exeelleBt Jiitle zaanvaL We adfise ererj 
ttMher of French to proeore « copy of it."->'2%« Shvemest, 



SINE QUA ISrON. 

WMch is Which? This or That? A. CI^t&^isq^'s^'!' 

Dictionaij of Erench and English. "Wot^ ^"Vajfitk. «^""^R«t ^Svrs^- " 
tioaJ, though they eisentially differ. B^ CDkOOTESSiB^- S&«acpsx^ 
Tboaeand, 6d,, fcy post 7d. 

Srerr SngUah student ought to ooniult it *•— lAtercwrViwf^. 



\ 



if 



aO WOaXB PUBLISHED BY JGSS T. SHAW, 



PRACTICAL COURSE OF FRENCH. 

FAST I. 

Practical Course of French. By C. Dagobeet, Author 

of " The Eight Way of Learning iB^ench," etc., etc. Crown 
Syo, 28. GcL cloth. 

PAET n. 

Practical Course of French. By C. Dagobebt. 

Crown 8vo, 28. 6d. cloth. 

PAET ni. 

I 

Practical French Grammar and Book of Reference. 

By C. Dagobeet. Crown 8vo, 38. 6d. cloth. 
The above may be had complete in One Volume, 78. 6d. cloth. 

** For instruction in the French langaage no work is better adapted tiion 
Dagobeift's Safe and Sure Method of acquiring French, published hjr J. F. Shaw, 
Southampton Bow, London. We have no hesitation m saying tms is the most 
valuable work on the subject, and one destined to popularize the study of Frendi 
from the simple method adopted to instruct those who desire to oattivBte m 
acquaintance with that language." — Family Friend, 

"We feel pleasure in commending the book to the English Student, from a 
thorough conviction of its merits, and because of the great facilitiet which it 
offers for acquiring a knowledge of the French language."— Xe^«rari«M. 



FRENCH AND GERMAN COPY BOOKS. 

For Use in Schools and Frivate FamiUei. 



PRICE SIXPENCE EACH. 



French Copy Books for Teaching the French 

Language and Writing 8imiiltaneou8ly. By C. Dagobbbt, 
AuSor of <* Practicfid French Courses," etc., etc. In Two Farts, 
6d, each. 

Cf^rman Copy Books for Teaching the German 

Language and Writing Bm\i!L\.aQBO\ialy. By 0. Dagohebt. In 
OTbree Parts, 6d. each. 

These Copy Books are constrxicV^a. u^xi. ^ «i^c^^x«w ^^asjO 
and present great facilitleB for acqv^irm^ ^ .gtw^oi^^cMs^^s^^^'^ 
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MANUALS OF USEFUL KNOWLEDGE. 



I. 



The Gardener's Manual for the Fruity Flower^ 

and Kitchen Garden, and Companion for the Hothouse, Ghreen- 
house, and Conservatory. Is. 6d. boards, 2s. cloth lettered. 



n. 



The Housekeeper's Manual of English Cookery^ 

Preserving, Pickling, Confectionary, and Bread Making, Brew- 
ing and British Wine Making. Is. 6d. boards, 2s. cloth 
lettered. 



in. 



The Youth's Manual ; or. Aids to Study, Commercial 
Practice, and Letter Writing. Is. 6d. boards, 2s. cloth lettered. 



IV. 



The Heavens and the Earth ; a familiar Introduction 
to Astronomy, Geology, and Mineralogy. Is. 6d. boards, 2s. 
cloth lettered. 



/ 



Photograms of an Eastern Tour, being Journal 

Letters of Last Year, written Home from GtermoD^^ Dahnatia, 
Corfu, Greece, Palestine, etc., with Original lUustiations by X 
Pcap. 8vo, 7s. cloth. 

''This Tolame comprises a series of twenty-one letters, dated from different 
I>oint8 of travel ; they are written in a simple, unaffected sMe, and refresh our 
old reooUeotionB of localities and events very pleasantly. * * * * It gives a 
great deal of information as to routes, fares, hotels, etc., etc., which oaunot Vsk^o^. 
prove naeM to any neophyte in travelling who is boxca^lox \k'b'S^«x^>r — ^Ot^^A. 



Tow to Vidt Frajioe and Belgvom. \a «»'S«tfGo;^ 

for Ten ffnineas. By Sobbbtsoiji IS om., "awv* "^^^ " * 
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SHA.W'S NEW LIBBAET OF USEFUL 

KNOWLEDGE. 

Each Numbsr of this popular Series e<mtains 64 elosely-printed pages 
on fine paper j and ornamental wrapper, 

PRICE SIXPENCE EACH. 

L Aids to Young Vxm. on Eiiterii^ Hfd, in a 

Series of Letters from a Father to his Son. 

Out of a multiplicity of other subjects we may select the fol- 
lowing, viz. : — ^Value of Method in Business, Punctuality, Early 
Kising, Health, Religious and Moral Duties, Dress, Conversation, 
Occupation of Time, Delights of Reading, Music, Drawing, Paint- 
ing, Poetry, etc., thd whole iUustrated by Aneodotea and Befisor- 
enoes to the personal history of celebrated individuals, and. remark- 
able periods of history. 

2. Fruit Gku'dener's Manual and Companion for 

the Hothouse, Greenhouse, and Conservatory. 

This work is a necessary companion to the Flower and Kitchen 
Gardener's Manual ; besides directions for Grafiting, Budding, and 
Pruning all kinds of Fruit Trees, it ooiitains every informatios 
neoessory for the Management of the Gbeenhoitbs, Hotbouse, 

and CONSEEVATOEY. 

3. Gteolog^: a Clear and Concise Introduction to that 

Popular Science. 

Gteology is a sdence that is daily unfiolding neEWwonden ; and 
any one wishing to become acquainted with the sul^ct will find 
in this work a concise and clear development of its principles* It 
may be recommended with great propriety to the Teachers of 
youth, as weU as to families, as a book of rational entertainment 
and instruction. 

4. English Cookery: containing Practical Directions 
for Dressing Family Dinners. 
Ample directions are given for making Soups and Brotha; for 

cooking Fish, Poultry, G^ame, and Vegetables ; also directions for 
BoOing, Boasting, and Frying; for making Hashes, Stewv, and 
Made Dishes ; Puddings, Pies, Sauces, Ghravies, Stuffings, etc ; in 
short, every information necessary to form a complete En^ish 
Cook. 

& The Art of Letter-Writing, with Postal Infer- 

mation, 

1 . ** We hare here, in oniy 6^ p&gea* tuqtq tumM. ^fiSorauition, more vafaaUs 
I ' practical instraction, tkian are {cequotv\\'y \a \» xoa^ 'wSfitt.Va.^^issksasft «it €ye tixoM 
■ its size and preteasiona. Beaidea syatemvuWc-yeXtanyeXe rAwlctx^it^ <sCTa.^M y6a>. ^ 
oflettezB, from ihe humblefit to ttialotJtiest wwAft,%u^ieiQiNft TO'm*\a.^\*^\ 
, seea, the author hM givemui a ownnTJlftte GtMMawc ^^'J^SrfT^IiySiaJ?* 
^rt of FanctutLblon ;»*PoaU\B.egttkiAaom-, m\aa.».^%»!t^™M ^Q«M*«»ia. 
^aval ami JfiUtaiy Chmxette. 
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6. Flower-Qardener's Mannal. 

In this popular little Toluine will be found clear and familiar 
directions for laying out, and for tho cidtivation of, the Flower 
Ghurden ; the best mode of rearing all tlio Flowers tliat arrive at 
perfection, in the open ground, in tliis country ; the time and mode 
of sowing the seeos. It inll enable tliosc possessed of a Flower 
Garden successfully to become their own Oardcners. 

7. Mineralogy : a Familiar Introduction to the Study of 

that interesting science. 

" A good BizpeBoy-worth of adence, eoiulensed and woll arnuoged."— GFMfl«. 
man'i Magaeine, 

8. Preserving^ Pickling, Confectionery, and Bread- 

nrmtiti c p, 

In this httle work arc given cheap and practical directions for 
preserving Fruit of every description; for making Jams, Syrups, 
Mannalades, Jellies, Puddings, Tarts, Buils, Biscuits, Family Bread, 
etc i also Sauces, Condiments, etc ; for Curing Uams, Tongues, 
etc ; the whole £rom the Manuscript stores of an e:q)erienced 
Housekeeper. 

9. The Young Clerk's Manual ; a Companion for the 

Counting-house. 

Embracing Instructions relating to Mercantile Correspondence, 
Book-keeping, Bills and Promissory Notes, Foreign Bills of Ex- 
change, Protests, Invoices, etc. The Funds and Course of Ex- 
change, Banks and Banking, Interest and Discount, Tables of Fo- 
reign Coins, Marine Insurance, Laws of the Customs relative to 
Shipping ; Partnership and Bankruptcy ; and a Dictionary of Com- 
mercial Terms. 

10. Wonders of Astronomy. 

Displayed in a popular Exposition of the Modem Discoveries in 
that most interesting science ; explaining the Nebula hypothesis, 
the Laws controlling the Comets, Zodiacal and Northern Lights, etc. 

11. Kitchen Gku*dener's Manual. 

Containing Practical Instructions for the Cultivation and Ma^ 
nagement of Culinary Vegetables and Herbs, adapted either to small 
or large Gardens. 

12. Domestic Brewing and British Wine-making. 

In this work directions are given for Brewing either large or 
small quantities of Ale, and at the most trifling cost of utensils. 
Valuable original Receipts are given for brcwm&^\3cco'^iStem«i,'^xa\«^^ 
and Scotch Alee; abo for Porter and Spruce^eet. "aTAaafitL^'^KSBS 
of eyeryr deBcription maj be suoecBs£ui\y TOAdo ixoeo- ^iiio^'&ftfissi^^ '^ 
tbm chmp and practical cocmpendium. 

T^^ Series vfill he ootUinuel. 
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I. 

The Bible : Wliat is it ? IVTience came it ? How came 
it ? Wherefore came it? To whom came it ? How should ttb 
treat it ? By A. J. Mobbis. Third Thousand. Is. sewed, 
2s. cloth. 

'^ Clear in style, candid in the statement of difflcnlties, and direct in the 
answers, it is just the kind of book which is likely to please readers whose wish is 
to obtain a general view of the satgect discussed." — AthencBum, 

II. 

Introduction to English Literature, from Chaucer 

to Temiyson. By Henbt Beed. Seventh Thousand. 28. 
sewed, Ss. cloth. 

<' The Lectures of 1&. Beed, however, may stand upon their own merits. 
They are the production of a refined and gentle mind. « * * The chief interest 
of his work consists, however, in the fao^ that it is an independent American 
view of English literature.'' — Jihenceuvu 

in. 

The Two Students, Guide and Julius; or, the 

GPrue Consecration of the Doubter; with Appendices. By 
Fbedebick Aua. D. Tholitck, D.D. Third Thousand. Is. 6d. 
sewed, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

" As a book for placing in the hands of our students, and young men who 
may be expected to have a taste for Gkrman literature, we cannot teU how much 
good might be accomplished by its circulation." — Bejfatt Newtletter. 

IV. 

Lectures on English History and Tragic Poetry, 

as Illustrated by Shakspeare. By Bjbbtby Beed. Fifth 
Thousand. 2s. sewed, 3s. cloth 

V. 

Lectures on the British Poets. By Henby Eeed. 

Fourth Thousand. 3s. sewed, 4s. cloth. 

"Beed's Poets has been added by Mr. Shaw to his Excelsior Library, and 
will, we hope, have an extensive circulation." — QentUman't Magazine. 

** It is not often that we meet with so much good writing, refined taste, 
intellectual vigour, and wholesome sentiments as are contained in these 
Lectures." — Briiith Banner, 

TT. 

CbriBtiamty in the Business of Life. Four Lectores. 

Bjr the Eev. Hugh 8TawBiiL,"SA..k.», "^^c^.S.B. Owen, MA- ; 
JRev. Baij)WIN Bbo^to, B.X.\ "BiOT. \ic¥3l "^isaasMLMR, U. 
Bew0d,2a. doth. . 
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